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Blond  Jake  said;  “Now,  then,  around  with  the  tree!”  Under  the  united  efforts  of  the 
two  the  tree  was  pushed  around  till  it  hung  over  the  chasm. 
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YOUNG  WILD 


THE  DOUBLE 


WEDDING  AT  WESTON 


,  1 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. 

WILD  MEETS  BLOND  JAKE. 

“What  is  your  hurry,  my  friend?” 

“I  am  in  no  particular  hurry,  sir,  beyond  that  I  would 
like  to  get  into  Weston  before  darkness  sets  in.” 

“Well,  just  stop  a  minute;  I  would  like  to  talk  to  you.” 

A  jaded  horse  ridden  by  a  clerical-looking  man  of  middle 
age  came  to  a  halt  as  the  last  words  were  spoken,  and  the 
rider  turned  to  face  a  jaunty-looking  horseman  wearing  a 
full  blond  beard,  whose  appearance  betokened  that  he  was  a 
regular  Western  sport. 

“Well,  sir,  what  do  you  wish  to  say  to  me?” 

“I  reckon  you  are  a  dominie,  by  your  looks,”  was  the  re¬ 
ply.  and  the  jaunty-looking  man  fingered  his  blond  beard  in 
a  way  that  showed  naught  but  extreme  carelessness,  while 
his  eyes  twinkled  with  a  glance  that  was  half  mischievous, 
half  evil. 

“Yes,  sir;  I  am  a  minister  of  the  Gospel.  My  name  is 
Thomas  Burton.” 

“Ah!  I  am  glad  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Burton.  My  name  is 
Richardson,  and  I  am  a  prospector  in  hard  luck.  Couldn't 
vou  help  a  fellow  out  with  an  ounce  of  dust  or  a  few  dol¬ 
lars?” 

“My  friend,  I  have  very  little  money,”  the  minister  an¬ 
swered.  “Your  appearance  would  indicate  that  you  are  much 
better  off  in  worldly  goods  than  I  am.  But  if  you  are  really 
in  need  I  will  share  what  money  I  have  with  you.  If  you 
will  wait  a  few  minutes  a  young  friend,  will  overtake  me, 
and  perhaps  he  will  be  able  to  contribute  something  to  you, 
too.  He  stopped  a  little  ways  back  to  mend  a  broken  saddle 
girth.” 

“I  am  quite  sure  he  will  contribute  something,  dominie. 
But  while  we  are  waiting  for  him  to  come  up  suppose  you 
hand  over  all  the  money  you  have  got,  together  with  your 
watch  and  chain  and  that  ring  on  your  finger?  Come,  now! 
Hurry  up!” 

The  horseman  drew  a  revolver,  and  as  lie  spoke  the  last 
words  he  thrust  the  muzzle  of  it  close  to  the  clerical  gentle¬ 
man’s  nose. 

The  Reverend  Thomas  Burton  acted  as  though  he  was  go¬ 
ing  to  make  an  outcry,  but  the  road  agent,  for  that  was  what 
he  was.  quickly  checked  him. 

“ Keep  perfectly  quiet  or  you  are  a  dead  man!”  he  hissed. 

-I  J-I - ” 

“Khut  up!  Pass  your  money  and  jewelry  over  at  once.  ’ 

The  rein  -ter  looked  around  as  though  he  expected  aid,  but 
trA\r.%  none,  be  reluctantly  complied  with  the  highwayman's 

reaueat. 


The  villain  had  just  transferred  the  booty  to  his  own  pock¬ 
ets  when  the  sound  of  approaching  hoofs  came  to  them. 

“Your  young  friend  is  coming,”  he  said  with  a  bland  smile. 
“Now,  we  will  see  how  much  be  will  contribute.” 

The  face  of  the  minister  lighted  up. 

“Yes,”  said  he.  “We  will  see,  my  erring  friend.” 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  of  his  voice  that  caused 
the  highwayman  to  act  in  a  different  manner. 

His  joking,  free-and-easy  way  changed  at  once ;  the  bridle 
rein  of  bis  horse  became  tight  immediately,  and  bis  hand 
rested  on  the  butt  of  his  revolver  in  a  way  that  showed  that 
he  was  ready  to  shoot  at  an  instant’s  notice. 

The  next  moment  the  minister's  young  friend  came  gallop¬ 
ing  up. 

He  was  certainly  a  handsome  young  fellow,  too.  as  he  made 
his  appearance  around  a  bend  in  the  mountain  road. 

He  was  attired  in  a  fancy  riding  costume  that  must  have 
cost  considerable  of  a  sum,  and  the  dark,  flashing  eyes  and 
wealth  of  chestnut  hair  that  was  streaming  in  the  breeze 
certainly  made  an  imposing  picture. 

But  the  steed  he  was  mounted  upon  struck  the  road  agent 
as  much  as  the  rider  did. 

It  was  a  sorrel  stallion,  and  was  the  cleanest-limbed  animal 
be  had  ever  seen,  with  long  mane  and  tail  that  looked  as 
though  they  lately  bad  been  under  the  charge  of  a  hair 
dresser. 

“Well,  well!”  gasped  the  highwayman,  as  the  newcomer 
brought  his  horse  to  a  halt  in  front  of  him.  “WTio  are  you, 
may  I  ask?” 

“Young  Wild  West,  at  your  service,”  was  the  quick  reply. 
“Who  are  you?” 

“My  name  is  Richardson— Jake  Richardson.  Some  people 
call  me  Blond  Jake,-  for  short.  Young  fellow,  just  fork  over 
what  you  have  got  about  you.  and  be  quick  about - ” 

The  bold  rascal  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  for  as  quick 
as  a  flash  the  muzzle  of  a  revolver  covered  his  heart. 

“Hands  up,  Blond  Jake!”  said  Young  Wild  West,  speak 
ing  as  calmly. as  though  he  was  simply  bidding  a  friend 
good-morning. 

The  look  of  surprise  that  had  come  over  the  rascal’s  face 
was  interesting. 

Evidently  he  had  not  looked  for  anything  of  that  sort. 

“Tip  with  your  hands!” 

The  command  was  given  in  a  voice  that  was  more  stern 
this  time. 

Blond  Jake  realized  instantly  that  he  dared  not  disobey, 
so  bis  fingers  left  the  butt  of  his  revolver,  and  up  went  his 
hands. 

“Heaven  be  praised!”  exclaimed  the  Reverend  Thomas  Bur¬ 
ton.  “The  sinnpr  took  my  money,  ring  and  jyatch  and  chain 
from  me,  Wild,”  he  added. 
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“Hi*  did,  oh?  Well,  hand  them  back,  you  would-be  bad 
man.  and  be  sure  that  your  fingers  don’t  get  too  near  your 
shooters  when  you  do  it!” 

“You’ve  got  the  drop  on  me,  young  fellow,”  observed  the 
highwayman,  “and  I  have  got  to  do  as  you  say.  I  ain’t  no 
fool,  and  I  know  when  to  do  as  I  am  told,  and  when  not  to.” 

“You  thought  you  had  the  drop  on  me,  but  you  didn’t,” 
replied  Wild,  with  a  laugh.  “You  are  evidently  a  newcomer  in 
this  part  of  the  country,  and  haven’t  got  used  to  our  ways 
yet.  That’s  It!  Hand  over  everything  you  took  from  the 
dominie.” 

The  villain  did  this  without  any  hesitation. 

“Now,”  resumed  Young  Wild  West,  “the  proper  thing  for 
me  to  do  is  to  put  a  bullet  through  your  black  heart,  Blond 
Jake;  but  as  I  am  in  a  pretty  good  humor  this  afternoon,  I 
won’t  do  it.  I  will  give  you  just  ten  seconds  t&  get  out  of 
my  sight,  and  if  I  ever  set  eyes  on  you  again  I  am  going  to 
shoot!  So  look  out  for  me,  now.  One,  two,  three!  Off  you 
go!” 

Blond  Jake  did  not  wait  an  instant,  but  putting  the  spurs 
to  his  horse,  he  galloped  off. 

Young  Wild  West  watched  him  till  he  disappeared  around 
the  bend  in  the  road,  and  then  he  turned  to  the  clergyman. 

“I  guess  he  won’t  bother  us  again,  dominie,”  he  observed. 
“We  will  now  ride  on  home.” 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply.  “The  villain  really  gave  me  quite  a 
fright.” 

“Yrou  should  be  used  to  such  incidents  as  that.  You  have 
been  in  Weston  long  enough  to  realize  that  such  incidents  are 
rather  common.” 

“I  know  that;  but  this  is  the  first  time  I  was  ever  held  up 
by  a  highwayman.” 

“Well,  it  turned  out  to  be  more  of  a  joke  than  anything 
else.  That  fellow  has  probably  learned  a  lesson  that  he  will 
not.  soon  forget.  I  am  quite  sure  that  he  thought  his  time 
had  come  when  he  saw  my  revolver  coveriug  his  heart  be¬ 
fore  he  could  get  his  own  from  his  belt.  If  I  had  done  the 
right  thing  I  should  have  dropped  him;  but  out  of  consider¬ 
ation  for  you,  I  let  him  go.” 

“I  am  glad  you.  did.  for  it  would  have  been  awful  to  have 
sent  him  before  his  Maker  without  a  chance  to  repent  of  his 
sins.” 

“No  doubt  you  are  right,  in  one  way;  but  if  all  men  were 
given  a  chance  to  repent  their  sins  before  they  were  shot 
they  would  be  apt  to  pull  first,  and  then  the  man  who  was 
in  the  right  would  step  out  without  the  same  chance.  Re¬ 
ligion  is  a  fine  thing,  dominie,  but  it  won’t  work  in  this  part 
of  the  country,  unless  there  is  a  little  hot  lead  mixed  in  with 
it  to  give  it  a  proper  flavor.” 

“I  won’t  argue  with  you,  Young  Wild  West,  because  I 
[know  you  are  generally  right  in  what  you  say  and  do.  But 
I  do  hope  that  you  have  taught  that  man  a  lesson  that 
will  be  the  means  of  causing  him  to  lead  a  better  life  in  the 
future.  ” 

Wild  smiled. 

“Let  us  forget  Ihe  occurrence,  dominie,”  he  said.  “Think 
of  how  you  will  look  in  that  new  suit  of  broadcloth  we  or¬ 
dered  over  in  Spondulicks.  It  will  be  the  finest  suit  you 
have  worn  since  you  came  to  the  Black  Hills.” 

“Aye!  The  finest  I  ever  wore,  you  may  add  truthfully.  I 
have  never  been  well  supplied  with  fine  clothing,  or  any  other 
luxuries  of  the  world,  Wild.  Mine  has  been  up-hill  work  since 
il  started  in  on  my  mission  to  save  sinners,  and  I  have  fared 
better  than  ever  before  since  I  came  to  your  town.” 

“And  I  guess  you  have  preached  more  funeral  sermons 
since  you  came  opt  here  than  you  ever  did  before,  too.” 

“Yes;  that  is  the  truth.” 

“And  the  majority  of  them  were  preached  for  men  who 
did  not  have  the  chance  to  repent.” 

“That  is  true,  too.  I  am  sorry  to  say.” 

“Well,  never  mind.  So  long  as  a  person  does  the  best  he 
can,  he  is  good  enough,  no  matter  whether  he  is  a  preacher 
or  of  some  other  calling.” 

The  minister  must  have  agreed  with  him  on  this,  for  he 
said  nothing  to  contradict  it. 

\  oung  \\  ild  West  and  the  Reverend  Thomas  Burton  had 
been  over  to  Spondulicks  that  day  for  the  purpose  of  fitting 
out  the  revereud  gentleman  in  a  fine  new  rig. 

Tic  was  to  wear  this  when  he  officiated  at  a  double  wed¬ 
ding  that  was  to  take  place  the  following  Wednesday. 

It  was  going  to  be  a  big  day  in  Weston,  one  of  the  biggest  i 
the  hustling  little  mining  town  had  ever  seen,  in  fact 

.Tack  Robedee  was  to  be  married  to  Martha  Goff,  a  young  I 
lad\  ^  oung  \\  ifd  \\  est  s  party  had  saved  from  the  Indians 


a  few  months  before,  and  Lively  Rick,  of  Devil  Creek,  was 
to  take  Nevada  Kate  for  his  spouse.  , 

Nevada  Kate  was  a  rather  boisterous  specimen  of  woman¬ 
hood,  but  she  was  loyal  and  true,  and  knew  what  good  man¬ 
ners  were  when  it  was  the  time  to  use  them. 

The  two  couples  had  been  engaged  some  little  time,  and 
they  had  agreed  to  get  married  on  the  same  day,  and  let 
Young  Wild  West  be  master  of  ceremonies. 

Nothing  suited  our  hero  better  than  to  undertake  a  thing 
like  this. 

The  only  clergyman  in  town  was  Burton,  and  when  he  nad 
made  arrangements  for  him  to  tie  the  double  knot,  he  had 
insisted  that  the  reverend  gentleman  should  go  over  to  Spon¬ 
dulicks  with  him  and  get  a  new  rig  for  the  occasion. 

Spondulicks  was  fifteen  miles  away,  and  Burton  wanted  to 
go  in  the  stage,  but  Wild  felt  like  taking  a  ride  over  the 
mountain  road  that  day,  and  he  insisted  that  they  go  on 
horseback. 

The  clothes  and  other  odds  and  ends  were  duly  purchased 
and  ordered  to  be  sent  over  by  the  stage. 

Then  our  two  friends  started  to  ride  back. 

As  the  minister  had  told  the  highwayman,  a  saddle  girth 
had  snapped,  and  he  rode  on  slowly  while  Wild  stopped  to 
repair  the  damage. 

He  had  come  up  and  attended  to  Blond  Jake,  as  the  fel¬ 
low  had  introduced  himself,  in  short  order,  and  now  they 
rode  on  to  Weston,  which  was  less  than  three  miles  distant. 

The  two  rode  into  town  as  though  nothing  had  happened  at 
all  on  the  way,  and  after  bidding  the  clergyman  good-after¬ 
noon,  Young  Wild  West  rode  up  to  the  office  of  the  Wild 
West  Mining  and  Improvement  Company,  and  dismounted. 

The  darky,  who  went  by  the  name  of  Ike,  came  and  took 
charge  of  his  horse,  and  then  he  went  inside  the  office. 

Wild’s  friends,  Jim  Dart,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jack  Robe- 
dee  were  there,  and  they  were  all  eager  to  learn  how  he  had 
made  out  in  getting  an  outfit  for  the  dominie. 

“Oh!  he  will  look  like  a  swell  preacher  in  the  East  when 
he  stands  up  to  tie  the  double  knot,”  said  Wild,  with  a  laugh. 
“I  certainly  bought  him  the  best  there  was  to  be  found  in 
Spondulicks.” 

“Jack  has  been  worrying  a  whole  lot  about  it  siuee  you  left 
this  morning,”  observed  Jim  Dart.  “He  says  he  cares  more 
about  the  dominie’s  appearance  at  the  wedding  than  he  does 
about  his  own.” 


“Oh!  no,  I  don’t,”  replied  Robedee.  turning  red.  “You  fel¬ 
lers  knows  well  enough  that  Lively  Rick  an’  me  are  goin’  to 
be  married  in  brand-new  huntin’  suits,  an’  I  guess  we’ll  look 
good  enough  in  them.  Of  course,  I  want  to  see  ther  dominie 
rigged  up  as  dominies  should  be.  It  wouldn’t  look  nice  to 
see  him  appear  iii  that  old  gray  coat  he  wears  that  has  got 
both  elbows  worn  out,  an’  them  pants  that  are  three  inches 
too  short  for  him.  That  is  the  rig  lie  had  on  when  he  preached 
ther  funeral  sermon  of  Cat-Eye  Bill  the  other  day.” 

“Jack  is  all  right  on  that  p’int,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie. 
“Ther  dominie  wore  that  same  suit  when  I  got  married  to 
Anna,  an’  that  is  quite  a  while  ago.  It  wasn't  new  then,  not 
by  five  or  six  years.” 


g  win  no  all  right,  and  if 
be  my  fault."  said  Wild.  “I 
day  in  Weston,  and  that  is 


“I  am  sure  that 
a  success.” 
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vy  en,  i  guess  tue  dominie  s  n 
everything  else  ain’t  it  won’t 
said  I  wanted  this  to  be  a  big 
what  it  will  be,  too.” 

“You  can  bet  ou  that!”  added  Jim. 
shall  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  make  it 
“Nor  me,  either,”  chimed  in  Charlie. 

“Well,  I  might  as  well  say  that  I’ll  do  my  level  best,  too,” 
remarked  Jack,  and  then  everybody  laughed. 

Just  let  it  be  a  nice  day,  so  we  can  have  it  in  the  open 
air,  and  I  will  guarantee  that  it  will  be  a  day  that  the 
people  will  be  a  long  time  forgetting.  A  dav  like 'this  would 
be  just  what  we  want.” 

“Well,”  observed  Charlie,  getting 
door,  “to-dav  is  Saturday,  so  we’ve 
us,  an’  as  there  has  been  a  whole  lot 
me  that  next  Wednesday  will  be  a 
All  hands  said  they  hoped  he  was 
told  them  of  the  adventure  with  the 


up  and  walking  to  the 
got  four  days  ahead  of 
of  rain  lately,  it  strikes 
warm,  sunshiny  day." 
right,  and  then  Wild 
new  road  ngeut.  who 


and  Spondulicks. 


had  started  in  to  work  between  Weston 
“Blond  Jake,  hey?”  mused  Charlie. 

“An’  he  goes  it  alone,  does  he?"  added  Jack 
“Yes;  there  was  no  one  with  him.” 

“He  is  a  lucky  man  that  he  is  alive  now.  That’s  all  I  have 

®a*v  [or  luui  Jl,st  now.”  remarked  Jim.  as  Ills  eves 

n''  °*  h°  tW0  deadly  solvers  in  the  bolt  of  Youm; 

\\  ild  M  est. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

BLOND  JAKE  COMES  TO  WESTON 

When  Blond  Jake  rode  from  the  spot  at  a  gallop,  he  was 
in  anything  but  a  pleasant  frame  of  mind. 

He  had  been  surprised  more  than  he  ever  had  in  his  life 
before,  as  it  was  the  first  time  a  person  had  ever  got  the 
drop  on  him  when  he  thought  he  had  things  his  own  way. 

“I  can't  understand  it,”  he  muttered,  as  he  rode  on  in  the 
direction  of  Spondulicks.  “That  young  fellow  is  the  quickest 
1  ever  met.  He  certainly  did  cover  me  too  quick  to  talk 
about  it!  Jove!  But  I  thought  I  was  a  goner!” 

Something  like  a  sigh  of  relief  escaped  his  lips  as  he  gave 
vent  to  his  feelings,  and  then  he  shook  his  head  and  re¬ 
sumed:  f 

“Said  his  name  was  Young  Wild  West.  Funny  I  never 
heard  of  him  over  in  Spondulicks.  Well,  I  am  glad  he  let 
me  live,  though  that  is  more  than  I  will  do  for  him  if  I 
ever  get  the  drop  on  him.  What  makes  me  feel  worse  about 
it  is  to  think  that  the  first  hold-up  I  made  since  I  crossed 
the  border  line  from  Colorado  proved  to  be  a  rank  failure.  I 
came  across  Wyoming  and  earned  all  the  money  I  wanted 
by  gambling;  and  then  I  got  broke  here  in  Dakota,  and  tried 
my  hand  at  my  old  business,  only  to  get  hauled  up  to  the 
turn  by  a  mere  boy,  who  calls  himself  Yroung  Wild  West!” 

The  man  seemed  to  be  real  mortified  over  the  way  things 
had  turned  out,  and  the  more  he  thought  about  it  the  more 
bitter  he  became  against  Young  Wild  West. 

He  remembered  that  the  boy  had  told  him  he  would  shoot 
him  the  first  time  he  set  eyes  on  him  again,  but  that  did 
not  scare  him  much. 

He  resolved  to  go  to  Weston  inside  of  twenty-four  hours. 

But  he  was  going  to  disguise  himself  before  he  did,  though. 

It  was  sunset  when  Blond  Jake  rode  into  Spondulicks  and 
dismounted  in  front  of  the  hotel  he  had  been  stopping  at  dur¬ 
ing  the  two  days  he  had  been  in  the  town. 

He  had  very  little  money,  but  he  knew  a  man  who  wanted 
to  buy  the  really  fine  horse  he  had. 

It  would  never  do  for  him  to  face  Young  "Wild  West  with 
the  horse,  anyway,  he  thought,  as  the  animal  might  be  recog¬ 
nized  by  the  young  scout  and  his  disguise  penetrated. 

So  he  concluded  to  sell  the  horse  and  buy  a  cheaper  one. 

This  he  did  that  very  night,  and  then  he  cut  off  his  heavy 
beard  and  mustache,  dyed  his  hair  with  a  bottle  of  liquid 
he  procured  at  a  barber  shop,  and  began  to  practice  talking 
with  a  foreign  accent. 

He  was  a  man  of  considerable  brains  and  fair  education, 
so  it  did  not  take  him  long  to  make  himself  altogether  dif¬ 
ferent,  both  in  looks  and  manner. 

He  effected  this  change  while  he  was  alone  in  his  room 
at  the  hotel,  and  before  daybreak  he  left,  unknown  to  any 
one. 

The  villain  headed  straight  for  Weston,  and  it  was  not 
very  long  after  sunrise  when  he  arrived  there. 

The  horse  he  rode  was  a  tough  Indian  pony,  and  though 
it  was  not  much  on  a  spurt,  it  had  great  endurance. 

That  enabled  the  villain  to  make  good  time. 

It  was  his  idea  to  do  what  he  could  at  gambling  for  a 
few  days,  and  during  that  time  if  he  could  get  a  chance  at 
Young  Wild  West  he  would  drop  him. 

Chance  led  Blond  Jake  to  the  Ram’s  Horn  Hotel,  a  place 
just  suited  to  men  of  his  caliber,  though  he  did  not  know 
what  sort  of  a  place  it  was  when  he  dismounted  in  front 
of  it. 

Bowery  Bill,  the  one-eyed  proprietor,  had  just  opened  the 

place. 

It  was  pretty  early,  but  he  was  always  on  the  lookout  for 
t it#-  -tray  dollars  of  the  miners  who  went  past  his  place  on 
tin  ir  way  to  work. 

“M turnin’,  stranger,”  said  the  landlord,  a  little  sleepily. 

“<Iood- morning,”  answered  Jake.  “Can  I  get  breakfast 
for  myself  and  pony?” 

•*Yep!  But  you’ve  got  to  wait  half  an  hour  till  tlier  old 
woman  gits  up.  I’ll  call  my  man  an’  he'll  ’tend  to  your 
hor.*e  right  away.” 

j::>  -  walked  into  the  barroom  and  made  a  careful  survey 
of  it. 

ih  u  f<e  walked  over  arid  peered  Into  the  back  room. 

Hi  ga-.e  a  nod  of  satisfaction  when  he  saw  five  men  seated 
ut  a  table  playing  draw  poker. 

j  ne .  h-id  evidently  been  at  it  all  night,  but  they  were  just 
u.v f.  interested  now  a.-,  when  the  game  started. 


Near  each  of  the  men  was  a  chair  which  contained  a  bot¬ 
tle  and  a  glass,  and  in  one  or  two  cases,  a  cigar  box  with  a 
few  cigars  in  it. 

This  was  the  way  the  landlord  had  fitted  things  out  for 
them  before  he  turned  in  to  get  some  sleep. 

The  gamblers  paid  little  or  no  attention  to  Jake  when  he 
entered,  and  he  said  nothing. 

He  drew  up  a  chair  and  sat  down  to  watch  the  game.  v 

They  were  playing  for  rather  heavy  stakes,  and  that  made 
it  all  the  more  interesting. 

It  did  not  take  the  disguised  villain  long  to  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  he  could  teach  the  five  men  the  game,  if  he 
had  the  opportunity,  but  he  knew  better  than  to  attempt  to 
break  into  it. 

If  one  of  them  should  go  broke  and  drop  out  then  he  might 
venture  to  do  so. 

Jake  sat  there  till  finally  Bowery  Bill  came  in  with  a  tray 
containing  five  cups  of  steaming  coffee. 

The  players  had  not  ordered  this,  but  he  knew  it  would  be 
appreciated  by  them. 

And  so  it  was,  for  they  immediately  agreed  to  postpone 
the  game  for  a  few  minutes  and  indulge  in  the  hot  coffee. 

“Stranger,  your  breakfast  is  ready,”  said  the  landlord.  “Jest 
step  back  here  in  ther  kitchen.” 

As  Jake  got  up  in  answer  to  the  summons  the  gamblers 
took  their  first  good  look  at  him. 

But  it  was  only  a  passing  one,  after  all,  for  there  was 
nothing  remarkable  in  his  appearance,  other  than  that  he 
was  a  stranger  with  very  black  hair. 

Faro  Fan,  the  wife  of  the  landlord,  assisted  by  an  old  col¬ 
ored  woman,  had  prepared  a  really  good  breakfast,  and  as 
Jake  walked  back  into  the  kitchen  the  rest  of  the  hotel  guests 
began  to  assemble. 

The  room  was  a  large  one,  and  hence  it  answered  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  a  dining-room,  as  well  as  a  kitchen. 

It  was  a  motley  crowd  that  sat  down  at  the  table,  but  no 
one  paid  particular  attention  to  anything  else  than  the  meal 
that  was  before  them. 

All  seemed  hungry,  but  none  of  them  could  beat  Jake. 

His  ride  from  Spondulicks  had  sharpened  his  appetite  won¬ 
derfully. 

The  disguised  road  agent  studied  the  faces  of  those  at  the 
table  toward  the  last,  and  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
there  was  more  than  one  man  there  who  would  not  hesitate 
to  stab  a  man  in  the  back,  providing  there  was  anything  to 
be  got  from  doing  it. 

After  breakfast  Blond  Jake  went  out  and  engaged  in  con¬ 
versation  with  Bowery  Bill. 

“This  must  be  a  pretty  good  sort  of  a  town,”  he  ventured. 

“Yep!”  was  the  reply. 

“Lots  of  business,  I  suppose?” 

“Lots.” 

“Plenty  of  open  games  going  on,  ain’t  there?  You  see,  I 
am  a  fellow  who  makes  his  living  at  gambling;  I  wasn’t  cut 
out  for  hard  work,  you  know.” 

The  face  of  Bowery  Bill  lighted  up  at  this. 

“You  kin  find  about  any  game  that’s  goin’,”  he  said,  “al¬ 
though  some  of  ’em  ain’t  so  open  here  as  they  are  in  Dead- 
wood  an’  Spondulicks.  We’ve  got  people  here  who  are  tryin’ 
to  make  a  model  town  out  of  Weston.” 

“Ah!  So  that  is  how  it  is,  is  it?” 

“Yep.” 

“Those  kind  of  people  will  kill  a  town  in  the  end.  I’ve 
seen  cases  of  it.” 

“So  have  I,”  and  the  landlord  scratched  his  head  thought¬ 
fully;  “but  still  Lcan’t  say  that  I  ain’t  done  putty  good  since 
I’ve  been  here.  Young  Wild  West  an’  me  git  along  all  right” 

“Young  Wild  West!  I  have  heard  of  him.  What  sort  of 
a  fellow  is  he,  anyway?” 

“Oh!  he  is  as  straight  as  a  siring.  They  say  that  he’s  ther 
fellow  what  made  this  town.  He’s  ther  boss  of  it,  anyway, 
an’  wbat  he  says  generally  goes.” 

“Is  he  a  young  fellow?” 

“Yes;  nothin’  more  than  a  boy.” 

“I  can’t  see  how  he  should  have  so  much  power,  if  that  is 
the  case.” 

“Can’t  yer?  Well,  if  you  ever  buck  up  ag’in  him  you’ll  un¬ 
derstand  it.  He’s  ther  champion  deadshot  of  ther  Black  Hills, 
an’  as  a  horseman  his  match  has  never  been  found.  Why* 

I  was  pfoud  of  him  myself  not  long  ago  when  he  took  all 
ther  prizes  in  a  cowboy  tournament,  an’  won  enough  money 
to  pay  for  ther  school  buildin’,  that’s  goin’  up  here  in  town. 
Young  Wild  West  is  a  (Jandy,  even  if  he  don’t  believe  iii 
gamblin’  dens  an’  crooked  games  runnin’  wide  open.” 

“Then  you  think  he  is  a  benefit  to  the  placer” 
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“Well,  no;  not  exactly.  He  was,  but  I  think  we  could  git 
along  better  now  without  him.” 

“That's  just  what  1  think,  partner.  Shake  hands  on  it.” 

Bowery  Bill  put  out  his  hand  willingly  enough. 

The  truth  of  it  was  that  he  feared  Young  Wild  West  a 
great  deal  more  than  he  liked  him. 

He  sized  Blond  .Take  up  carefully  with  his  one  eye,  and 
then  said: 

“I  think  I  know  how  ther  land  lays,  stranger.  You  have 
come  to  Weston  for  ther  purpose  of  makin’  Young  Wild  West 
bite  ther  dust,  an’  some  one  who  knows  me  sent  you  here  to 
make  your  headquarters.” 

“I  won’t  say  whether  you  are  right  or  wrong,”  replied  Jake. 
“Just  give  us  a  little  of  the  best  whisky  you  have  in  the 
house.” 

“If  that  is  your  game  you  have  got  to  be  mighty  soon,” 
weilt  on  the  landlord,  as  he  put  out  the  bottle.  “There’s  been 
several,  to  my  knowledge,  what  has  been  buried  jest  ’cause 
they  had  ther  same  idea  what  you’ve  got  in  your  head.” 

Blond  Jake  laughed  good-naturedly. 

“Perhaps  they  didn’t  go  at  it  in  the,  right  way,”  he  re¬ 
marked,  and  then  he  swallowed  his  drink  with  a  relish. 

“They  did  ther  best  they  knew  how,  1  reckon.” 

“I  should  like  to  see  this  Young  Wild  West.  He  must  be 
a  wonder,  indeed,  according  to  what  you  say.” 

“You’ll  have  lots  of  chances  to  see  him  in  ther  next  few 
days.  He’s  makin’  preparations  for  a  big  blow-out  here  in 
Weston.  It  will  come  off  next  Wednesday.  A  couple  of  his 
friends  are  goin’  to  git  married.  It’s  goin’  to  be  a  double 
weddin’,  an’  ther  biggest  day  ther  town  has  ever  seen,  so 
Wild  says.  There  will  be  lots  of  business  here  that  day.” 

“No  doubt;  and  lots  of  strangers  in  town,  too?” 

“Oh!  that  is  sure  to  be  ther  case.” 

“An’  before  ther  day  is  over  there  will  be  some  shootin’ 
goin’  on.” 

“A  foregone  conclusion.  Come!  Take  a  drink  with  me. 
I  forgot  what  you  said  your  name  was.” 

“You  mean  that  I  forgot  to  tell  you,"  and  Jake  laughed 
softly  as  he  poured  the  liquor  in  his  glass. 

“Well.  I  go  by  ther  name  of  Bowery  Bill,  as  you  kin  see 
by  my  sign.  I  kept  a  place  in  New  York  once,  an’  that’s 
how  I  got  ther  name.” 

“So  you  was  in  New  York,  was  you?  Well.  I’ve  been  there 
myself.  My  name  is  Jack — Idle  Jack,  you  can  call  me,  be¬ 
cause  I  never  work,  you  know.  Here’s  luck  and  a  better  ac¬ 
quaintance!” 

The  two  clinked  glasses  and  the  friendship  toward  each 
other  began  to  grow. 

Just  as  they  had  swallowed  their  whisky  they  heard  a 
commotion  outside. 

Rushing  to  the  door,  they  saw  a  man  running  up  the  street 
at  full  speed,  a  bloody  knife  clutched  in  his  hand. 

Half  a  dozen  men  were  chasing  him,  and  among  them  was 
Young  Wild  West. 


CHAPTER  III. 


A  DESPERADO  IS  HAXGED. 


The  man  who  was  running  for  his  life  was  swarthy-faced 
and  scarred,  and  looked  as  though  he  was  every  inch  a  des¬ 
perado. 

The  look  in  his  eyes  was  a  combination  of  deliance  and 
despair,  and  it  was  more  than  evident  that  he  would  put 
up  a  stiff  fight  before  he  allowed  himself  to  be  captured. 

He  was  heading  straight  for  the  Ram’s  Horn,  evidently 
with  the  hope  of  finding  safety  there.  , 

“I  know  that  feller,”  said  Bowery  Bill,  turning  to  Blond 
Jake.  “He  has  been  a  good  customer  of  mine,  but  1  don’t 
dare  to  let  him  come  in  here  now,  ’cause  Wild  is  after  him, 
along  with  ther  rest.” 


“You  are  afraid  of  Young  Wild  West,  tlien?”  answerei 
the  disguised  road  agent  with  a  sneer.  “Well,  I  ain’t.  I  an 
going  to  see  that  the  man  gits  fair  play.” 

“An’  you’ll  git  a  bullet  for  your  pains,”  was  the  retort. 

But  Jake  did  not  hear  this,  for  already  he  had  sprung  ou 
in  the  open  place  in  front  of  the  hotel,  and  waving  his  arms 
he  cried: 

“Hive  the  fellow  a  show  for  his  life!  What  has  he  done 
anyway?” 

“He  stabbed  old  Sam  Murdock,  ther  postmaster,  who  caugh 


him  stealin’  a  bundle  of  letters!”  came  the  retort  from  one 
of  the  miners. 

Bowery  Bill  jumped  out  and  headed  the  man  off  as  soon 
as  he  heard  this. 

“Stop  where  yer  are!”  he  cried,  pointing  his  revolver  at 
him.  “You  can’t  git  in  my  place!” 

The  hunted  man  seemed  to  be  astounded  when  he  heard 
this,  and  he  stopped  almost  before  he  knew  it. 

And  that  brief  halt  meant  his  capture,  for  half  a  dozen  men 
were  upon  him  before  he  had  recovered  from  his  astonish¬ 
ment  at  being  turned  down  by  the  man  he  had  supposed  to  be 
his  friend. 

“Give  the  man  a  show!”  again  exclaimed  Blond  Jake,  this 
time  shouting  the  words  so  every  one  could  hear  him.  “Who 
says  he  stabbed  the  postmaster?  It  is  possible  that  there  is 
a  mistake.” 

“There  is  no  mistake  about  it,  stranger.”  said  a  voice  at 
his  elbow.  “I  happened  there  just  in  time  to  see  the  whole 
thing,  an’  I  would  have  shot  ther  skulking  coyote,  only  I 
thought  hanging  was  better  for  him.” 

The  speaker  was  Cheyenne  Charlie,  who  had  just  come  from 
the  post-office,  having  remained  long  enough  to  feel  satisfied 
that  old  man  Murdock  had  a  good  chance  of  recovering  from 
the  wound. 

“Do  you  live  around  here?"  asked  Jake,  keeping  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  scout. 

“I  reckon  I  do,”  was  the  reply. 

“And  your  name  is  what?” 

“None  of  your  business,  stranger!  You  seem  to  be  lookin’ 
for  trouble.  Do  you  want  me  to  accommodate  you?” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  his  hand  on  his  revolver  when  he 
said  this,  for  he  had  noticed  that  Jake’s  was  creeping  toward 
his  belt. 

Then  the  two  men  glared  at  each  other  for  a  moment, 
neither  saying  a  word. 

Meanwhile  the  prisoner  had  been  securely  tied  to  a  neigh¬ 
boring  tree,  and  a  “jury”  was  being  drawn. 

“What’s  the  trouble,  gentlemen?” 

It  was  Young  Wild  West  who  asked  the  question  of  Charlie 
and  the  disguised  road  agent. 

“Nothing,”  anSwered  Jake.  “I  asked  this  man  a  civil  ques¬ 
tion,  and  he  got  mad,  that’s  all.  I  thought  the  man  you  just 
caught  ought  to  have  a  fair  trial,  and  I  told  him  so.  Down 
where  I  come  from  they  are  not  so  hasty,  you  know." 

“There  is  an  old  saying,  that  ‘When  you  are  in  Rome,  do 
as  the  Romans  do.’  You  should  remember  this,  my  friend. 
You  don’t  show  very  good  taste  in  interfering  here;  but  I 
think  you  ought  to  be  excused  for  all  that.” 

The  eyes  of  Blond  Jake  were  fairly  blazing  now,  but  he 
had  not  the  nerve  to  draw  his  shooter  on  Young  Wild  West. 

He  stood  there  for  a  moment,  and  then  turned  and  stepped 
upon  the  hotel  stoop  without  a  word. 

“A  peculiar  sort  of  a  villain.”  remarked  Cheyenne  Charlie, 
as  he  walked  over  to  the  crowd  with  our  hero. 

“Yes;  he  appears  to  be  looking  for  tight.  Did  you  notice 
how  mad  he  was  when  I  was  talking  to  him?” 

“Yes,  Wild;  I  couldn’t  help  but  notice  it.  I  was  ready  to 
put  a  bullet  through  him  jest  as  you  come  along.  What  was 
it  his  business  to  interfere?  He’s  a  stranger  here,  an’  should 
know  enough  to  keep  his  mouth  shut.” 

“It  strikes  me  pretty  hard  that  I  have  met  that  man  some¬ 
where,”  Wild  said,  half  to  himself.  “I  don't  know  where, 
but  I  can’t  help  but  think  so.” 

Just  then  a  yell  went  up  from  the  crowd. 

The  desperado  had  been  condemned  to  be  hanged  by  “Judge 
Lynch,”  and  a  rope  was  being  brought  to  the  scene. 

Robbing  the  post-office  alone  was  enough  to  make  him  suffer 
the  penalty  of  death,  according  to  the  views  of  those  men, 
but  stabbing  the  postmaster,  who  was  a  Government  official! 
was  far  worse. 

In  less  than  ten  minutes  from  the  time  of  his  capture  the 
desperado  was  hanging  to  the  tree  in  front  of  the  Ram’s 
Horn. 

And  Blond  Jake  had  not  opened  his  mouth  one  way  or  the 
other  concerning  the  affair. 

He  had  suddenly  conceived  the  thought  that  it  was  best  to 
keep  a  little  quiet,  as  nearly  every  man  present  seemed  to  be 
the  friend  of  Young  Wild  West. 

The  hanging  made  a  good  business  for  Bowery  Bill  and 
he  began  to  figure  that  what  he  would  lose  in  patronage  bv 
the  death  of  the  man.  he  would  gain  right  then  and  there  * 

The  landlord  of  the  Ram’s  Horn  had  a  wav  of  looking  at 
things  on  the  bright  side,  no  matter  if  he  was  a  villain  it 
heart. 
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Wild  aud  Charlie  did  not  stay  to  witness  the  hanging,  but 
went  right  back  to  the  post-office. 

They  found  that  old  man  Murdock  was  doing  nicely. 

The  desperado  had  stabbed  him  in  the  shoulder,  and  the 
doctor,  after  dressing  the  wound,  said  that  he  would  be  all 
right  in  two  or  three  weeks,  but  that  he  must  remain  pretty 
quiet  for  that  time. 

Murdock's  story  was,  that  while  he  was  in  the  rear  of  the 
office  sorting  over  a  bundle  of  newspapers,  the  thief  jumped 
over  the  counter  and  grabbed  the  bundle  of  mail  that  was 
ready  to  go  in  the  bag  to  go  out  with  the  next  stage. 

He  heard  him  and  at  once  ran  and  grappled  with  him. 

Then  it  was  that  the  scoundrel  dropped  the  bundle  of  let¬ 
ters  and  stabbed  him. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  just  entering  the  office  at  the  time, 
and  realizing  that  he  stood  no  show,  the  fellow  darted  past 
him  to  the  street. 

“I  knowed  he  hadn’t  cut  me  so  awful  bad,”  added  the  old 
man.  “But  ther  blood  was  squirtin’  so  that  I  didn’t  think 
of  lettin’  him  have  it  with  my  gun  when  he  started  to  run. 
I  reckon  it’s  all  right  now,  though.” 

“Yes;  he  has  received  his  just  deserts,”  answered  Wild. 
“Such  people  as  he  can’t  live  in  this  town  very  long.  A 
good  many  of  them  have  died  here,  and  I  suppose  there  will 
be  lots  more  to  go  the  same  way.” 

Arietta  came  in  just  then,  and  when  she  heard  of  what  had 
occurred,  she  was  very  much  alarmed. 

Her  grandfather  had  come  over  to  open  the  office  for  her, 
as  she  was  busy  home  making  preparations  for  the  great 
double  wedding,  and  he  had  come  near  losing  his  life  by  do¬ 
ing  it. 

When  she  was  assured  that  the  wound  was  not  dangerous, 
she  said; 

"If  I  had  been  here  I  would  have  shot  the  man,  for  I  am 
always  on  the  lookout  for  such  fellows.  I  carry  my  revolver 
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with  me  all  the  time.” 

“You  might  have  shot  him.  and  then  you  might  not  have, 
Et,”  answered  Wild.  “Suppose  the  thief  had  taken  you  by 
surprise  and  seized  you,  what  then?” 

“He  would  not  have  done  so,  for  1  would  not  have  been 
bothering  with  the  bundle  of  newspapers  if  I  had  been  here. 
No,  Wild,  I  am  certain  I  would  have  shot  him.” 

“Well,  you  would  have  spoiled  a  good  hanging  if  you 
had.”  spoke  up  Charlie.  “It  is  too  bad  that  the  old  man  got 
hurt,  though.” 

“It  is  a  good  thing  that  it  is  not  worse  than  it  is.  Et.  I 
will  come  over  every  day  and  help  you  out  with  your  work  till 
your  grandfather  gets  around  again.” 

“Thank  you.  I  supposed  you  would  make  that  offer.  I 
will  be  more  than  glad  to  have  you,  Wild,  for  I  know  you  are 
good  at  that  sort  of  business.” 

Old  man  Murdock  was  assisted  to  his  home  and  made  as 
comfortable  as  possible,  and  then  Wild  and  Charlie  went  back 
to  the- office  of  the  company  just  as  though  nothing  had  hap¬ 
pened. 

“A  stand  has  got  to  be  built  for  the  wedding  to  take  place 
on,”  said  Wild.  “It  must  be  covered  with  a  roof,  but  there 
must  not  be  any  ends  or  sides,  so  everybody  can  see.  It 
ought  to  be  about  six  feet  from  the  ground,  too,  and  when 
the  thing  is  built  we  will  cover  it  all  over  with  wild  flowers. 
Jim,  I  think  you  had  better  attend  to  building  the  stand.” 

“Certainly  I  will,”  was  the  reply.  “-Have  you  decided 
where  it  is  going  to  be  built  yet?” 

“Well.  I  suppose  the  square  in  front  of  the  post-office  will 
\fi.  tjrj out  the  best  place.  That  is  as  near  to  the  center  of  the 
tor,  n  a  we  could  get  to  it.” 

“An*  tli  re  won’t  be  a  soul  who  will  object  to  it,  either,” 


observed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “What  do  you  say  to  that  place, 
Jack?” 

“1  have  nothin’  to  say.  I’m  not  doin’  it,”  was  the  reply. 
“It  is  in  ther  hands  of  Wild,  an’  what  he  does  will  suit  me.” 

“That’s  right,”  said  our  hero,  with  a  laugh.  “Jack  has 
nothing  to  say  on  the  subject ;  and  after  lie  is  married  he 
won’t  have  much  to  say,  either,  perhaps,  Martha  will  do 
the  talking  then.” 

“Don't  worry  about  that,”  Jack  answered  quickly.  “You 
fellers  know  me  putty  well,  an’  I  guess  you  all  believe  that 
I  will  be  ther  one  to  wear  ther  trousers.” 

“We  will  wait  and  see,”  remarked  Jim.  “I  am  satisfied 
from  what  I  have  seen  of  your  intended  that  she  has  a  will 
of  her  own.” 

.  “An’  so  have  I.” 

“I  think  this  is  a  rather  bad  topic  to  converse  on,”  Wild 
spoke  up.  “When  a  couple  gets  married  there  should  be  no 
boss.  The  pair  of  them  should  agree  in  everything  and  try 
to  make  things  as  pleasant  for  each  other  as  possible.  Jack, 
don’t  make  up  your  mind  that  you  are  going  to  be  the  boss, 
for  just  as  sure  as  you  do,  and  try  to  be,  there  is  bound  to 
be  trouble.  I  have  never  been  married,  and  therefore  can’t 
say  for  a  fact,  but  I  have  an  idea  that  the  best  way  a  fellow 
can  get  along  with  his  wife  is  to  make  her  believe  she  is 
having  her  own  way  in  everything,  whether  she  has  or  not. 
Then  he  can  come  pretty  c-lo'se  to  doing  as  he  pleases  with¬ 
out  her  having  to  find  fault  with  him.” 

Charlie  laughed  at  this. 

“You  just  wait  till  you  get  married  yourself;  then  you’ll 
know  all  about  it,”  he  said. 

Saturday’s  issue  of  the  Spondulicks  paper  had  nearly  a 
column  about  the  double  wedding  that  was  to  take  place  at 
Weston,  and  wound  up  by  saying  that  Young  Wild  West  was 
going  to  make  it  the  biggest  day  in  the  history  of  the  town. 

This  was  bound  to  be  the  means  of  bringing  a  whole  lot 
of  people  there,  and  the  chances  were  that  some  of  them 
might  fall  in  love  with  the  place  and  come  there  to  make 
their  residence. 

The  Wild  West  Mining  and  Improvement  Company  had 
been  acquiring  a  lot  more  land  during  the  winter,  and  they 
were  ready  to  sell  it  off  in  plots  at  a  good  profit. 

So  the  big  day  they  proposed  to  have  would  really  be  an 
advertisement  for  the  company. 

The  platform  was  built  Monday  under  the  supervision  of 
Jim  Dart. 

It.  was  made  large  enough  to  accommodate  the  band  that 
had  been  engaged  to  come  over  from  Spondulicks,  and  those 
who  were  in  charge  of  the  affair. 

Wild  knew  just  whom  he  wanted  to  sit  on  the  platform 
and  whom  he  did  not,  so  he  gave  out  the  invitations  after 
due  cousideration. 

Brown,  the  proprietor  of  the  Gazoo,  and  half  a  dozen  others 
were  the  only  ones  outside  of  our  friends  who  were  to  be 
honored  with  seats  on  the  stand. 

While  Wild  and  Charlie  were  surveying  the  work  of  Jim  on 
Monday  evening,  Bowery  Bill  and  Idle  Jack,  as  he  had  intro¬ 
duced  himself,  came  along  and  halted  near  them. 

“I  reckon  there  will  be  a  red-hot  time  Wednesday,  Wild,” 
said  the  former,  as  he  cast  a  glance  at  the  stand. 

“Well,  if  things  are  not  lively  around  Weston  on  that  day,  it 
won’t  be  my  fault,”  was  the  reply. 

“I  was  going  away  to-morrow,  but  I  have  concluded  to  stay 
over  till  Wednesday,  so  as  to  be  on  hand  and  see  the  doings,” 
spoke  up  the  disguised  road  agent. 

“Yes?”  said  Wild. 

“I  want  to  get  thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  way  you  do 
things  here,  you  know.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  took  it  that  this  was  said  as  a  sort  of 
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apology  to  him  for  what  had  occurred  when  old  man  Murdock’s 
assailant  was  caught. 

“We  try  to  run  things  pretty  straight  here,  and  when  we 
go  in  for  a  good  time  we  generally  have  it,”  the  scout  an¬ 
swered. 

“That’s  right.  I  believe  you.” 

“I  don’t  like  the  looks  of  that  fellow,”  said  Wild,  as  the  two 
men  walked  away.  “His  eye  is  a  bad  one,  and  I  will  wager 
a  dollar  to  a  rotten  apple  that  he  is  a  crook  of  some  sort.” 

“That’s  just  my  opinion,”  replied  Charlie.  “He  appeared  to 
be  friendly  jest  now,  but  I  was  watchin’  his  hands  pretty 
close  all  ther  time.” 

“It  strikes  me  that  he  is  itching  to  get  at  me.  I  don’t  know 
what  makes  me  think  so,  unless  it  is  his  eyes,  which  I  feel 
certain  that  I  have  seen  before.  His  eyes  are  a  light  gray,  and 
they  look  out  of  place  with  such  black  hair.” 

“Well,  I  have  often  seen  men  with  light  eyes  an’  dark  hair, 
though.  I  don’t  know  as  there  is  anything  wonderful  about 
that.” 

“There  isn’t  anything  wonderful  about  it.  It  seems  rather 
odd  to  me,  just  the  same,  and  when  I  get  a  thing  in  my  head 
like  this  I  am  generally  about  half  right.” 

“That’s  so,”  and  Charlie  followed  his  young  friend  over  to 
the  Gazoo,  where  a  lively  time  was  in  progress,  judging  from 
the  shouts  of  laughter  and  other  noise  that  came  from  it. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

BUB  SPRAGUE,  THE  VARIETY  ARTIST. 

There  were  half  a  dozen  new  arrivals  at  the  Gazoo,  and 
among  them  was  a  tall  man  of  forty,  who  wore  a  suit  of  black, 
and  had  his  head  topped  off  with  a  hat  of  the  style  worn  by 
the  Grand  Duke  Alexis. 

It  wras  this  personage  who  was  entertaining  the  crowd  in  the 
barroom  when  Young  Wild  West  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  en¬ 
tered. 

“Before  I  sing  you  another  song,  gentlemen,”  he  was  say¬ 
ing,  “I  guess  I  had  better  introduce  myself.  I  am  Bub  Sprague, 
the  variety  artist,  from  New  York.  I  have  worked  in  the  best 
theaters  in  the  United  States,  and  am  known  pretty  nearly  all 
over  the  world.  The  reason  I  am  out  here  in  the  Black  Hills 
is  that  I  am  looking  for  the  woman  what  stole  my  affections 
and  all  the  money  I  had  and  skipped  out.  With  all  her  faults 
I  love  her  still,  gentlemen,  so  now  I  will  sing  that  song.” 

With  a  voice  that  had  no  doubt  been  a  fine  one  at  the  time 
of  his  birth,  but  which  was  slightly  cracked  now,  he  started 
in  to  sing  the  song. 

Some  of  the  miners  were  won  by  the  sentiment  of  the  song, 
and  others  simply  laughed. 

But  every  one  within  the  sound  of  Bub  Sprague’s  voice  en¬ 
joyed  the  singing. 

They  were  not  used  to  striking  a  character  of  that  sort,  and 
they  wanted  him  to  keep  right  on  till  he  had  done  all  he  knew. 

The  man  was  willing  to  accommodate  them,  and  he  kept 
it  up  for  about  an  hour,  only  stopping  occasionally  as  a  drink 
was  handed  him. 

Wild  had  noticed  that  the  fellow  had  been  looking  at  him 
pretty  sharp  and  acting  very  much  as  though  he  would  like 
to  speak  to  him. 

While  the  singer  w’as  seated  on  a  stool  enjoying  a  rest  from 
his  labors,  our  hero  walked  over  to  him. 

“ \ ou  came  from  the  East,  eh?”  he  remarked. 

"Yes,”  was  the  reply.  **I  come  from  the  East,  and  what  I 
said  about  the  woman  is  true.  She  got  me  to  fall  in  love  with 
her,  and  then  got  my  money  and  skipped  out.  When  I  find 


her  I  am  going  to  give  her  a  good  beating,  and  then  tote  her 
off  to  a  parson  and  get  doubled  up.” 

“Did  she  come  out  this  way?”  asked  Wild,  who  could  hardly 
keep  from  laughing  at  the  apparent  earnestness  of  the  man. 

“Yes;  she  is  out  this  way  somewhere.  Oh!  I’ll  find  her,  see 
if  I  don’t!” 

“I  hope  you  will.  Is  she  alone  out  in  this  part  of  the  coun¬ 
try?” 

“Oh!  I  guess  not!  She  is  with  a  theatrical  troupe.  She  is 
the  best  singer  and  dancer  on  the  variety  stage  to-day.  Any 
one  will  say  that  after  they  have  seen  her  perform  once.” 

“Well,  I  should  like  to  see  her,  I  am  sure.” 

“Yes,  I  bet  you  would.  Say!  Ain’t  you  the  fellow  they  call 
Young  Wild  West?” 

“Yes;  that’s  just  who  I  am.” 

“Well,  do  you  know'  I  kinder  thought  so,  but  I  wasn’t  sure. 
Allow  me  to  shake  with  you,  will  you?” 

“Certainly.” 

Bub  Sprague  shook  Wild’s  hand  in  such  a  hearty,  sincere 
manner  that  the  boy  made  up  his  mind  that  he  was  not  such 
a  bad  fellow*,  even  if  be  was  hunting  for  his  promised  bride, 
who  had  robbed  him. 

He  understood  the  character  of  him  perfectly. 

“I’ve  heard  tell  a  lot  about  you,”  went  on  Bub.  “That’s  why 
I  sorter  recognized  you.  I  am  something  of  a  deadshot  my¬ 
self;  but,  of  course,  I  don’t  pretend  to  be  anything  like  you 
are.  I  can  shoot  mighty  good,  both  with  a  rifle  and  a  revolver, 
but  I’ll  never  set  ther  world,  afire  at  riding  a  horse.  Still,  I 
never  found  a  horse  that  could  throw  me  from  the  saddle,  for 
all  that.” 

“Well,  you  are  what  I  call  a  good  one,  then,”  and  Wild 
thought  of  a  wild  bucking  broncho  he  had  in  his  stable. 

Here  would  be  a  chance  to  fill  up  the  programme  Wednes¬ 
day,  if  Bub  Sprague  would  consent  to  tackle  the  brenoho  for 
the  amusement  of  the  crowd. 

But  Wild  did  not  say  anything  just  then  about  it. 

He  wanted  to  let  the  fellow  have  his  own  way  and  talk  as 
much  as  he  desired. 

Then  when  the  time  came  he  would  ask  him  to  participate  in 
the  wredding  festivities. 

There  was  a  ruffianly  sort  of  a  fellow  in  the  place  who 
thought  Bub  Sprague  ought  to  do  some  more  singing  and  danc¬ 
ing. 

Instead  of  asking  him  in  a  civil  w*ay  to  oblige,  he  walked 
over  and  grabbed  him  by  his  coat  collar  and  jerked  him  to 
his  feet. 

“Como  on,  Mister  Theater-man!  We  wrnnt  some  more 
singin’,  an’  we  want  it  mighty  quick,  too!  ”  he  exclaimed. 

“If  you  want  any  more  singing,  do  it  yourself,’’  retorted 
Bub,  angrily,  as  he  wrenched  himself  from  the  fellow’s  grasp. 
“I’m  talkin’  to  Young  Wild  West  now.” 

“Young  Wild  West,  hey?”  grunted  the  man,  who  was  a 
stranger  in  town.  “Seems  to  me  that  I’ve  heerd  tell  of  him. 
Quite  a  likely  lookin’  boy.  But  come  on!  Don’t  mind  him. 
We  want  ther  singin’,  an’  we  are  goin’  to  have  it.” 

Again  he  grabbed  the  variety  artist  by  the  collar,  this  time 
jerking  him  so  hard  that  his  coat  ripped. 

"■^onfound  your  impudence!”  exclaimed  Bub  Sprague,  losing 
his  temper.  Take  that!  and  he  dcaJt  the  man  a  quick  blow 
w*iih  his  fist  that  caused  him  to  see  stars  and  made  him  stag¬ 
ger  back  to  the  center  of  the  room. 

“I’ll  fill  you  with  lead  for  that,  you  blamed  tenderfoot!” 
roared  the  surprised  man,  whipping  out  his  revolver. 

“No,  you  won’t!”  and  with  the  quickness  of  a  cat  Young 
Wild  West  leaped  forward  and  knocked  the  weapon  from  his 
hand. 

“Now,  then,  you  big  hulking  bully,  let  that  man  alone!  ’  he 
added. 
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"Crawlin’  land-crabs!"  howled  the  man,  now  more  surprised 
than  ever.  “What  have  I  met;  will  somebody  please  tell  me? 
I  am  ther  Arizona  Terror,  an’  I  generally  eat  a  couple  like  you 
for  breakfast:  Did  yer  mean  to  knock  that  gun  out  of  my 
hand,  young  feller?” 

"\es,  Mr.  Arizona  Terror,  I  meant  it.  I  mean  this,  too!” 
and  our  hero  reached  out  his  hand  and  gave  his  rather  promi¬ 
nent  nose  a  tweak  that  brought  tears  to  his  eyes.  “Now,  you 
big  bluffer,  go  and  sit  down  or  I  will  hurt  you!” 

The  Arizona  Terror  reached  for  his  other  shooter,  but  just 
as  he  got  it  in  his  hand  Wild  gave  a  sudden  kick  and  it  went 
flying  across  the  room. 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!  "  laughed  Bub  Sprague,  who  was  taking  a  comi-> 
cal  view  of  the  situation.  “Let  me  attend  to  his  case,  Mr. 
Young  Wild  West.  I’ll  take  him  outside  and  wallop  him  till 
he  begs  me  to  let  up.” 

“That’s  it!” 

“Just  ther  thing!  ” 

“Let  him  tackle  him;  he  needs  it!” 

“I’ll  bet  on  ther  singer  every  time.” 

These  and  many  similar  remarks  came  from  the  lips  of  the 
miners  and  cowboys  in  the  place,  and  finally  when  the  Arizona 
Terror  agreed  to  go  outside  and  fight  Bub  the  cheering  was 
great. 

Wild  was  keeping  a  sharp  eye  on  the  man  to  see  that  he 
did  not  grab  a  revolver  from  the  belt  of  one  of  the  men  and 
begin  to  shoot. 

He  was  almost  crazed  with  anger,  and  was  liable  to  do 
almost  anything  just  then. 

The  crowd  had  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  and  they 
lost  no  time  in  hustling  the  bully  outside. 

It  was  now  quite  dark,  but  the  big  lamp  in  front  of  the 
Gazoo  was  burning  brightly,  and  that  would  give  them  all 
the  light  they  wanted. 

Sprague  pulled  off  his  coat,  and  then  ripped  off  a  pair  of 
cuffs  that  had  not  seen  a  laundry  within  two  weeks,  at  least, 
and  handed  them  to  Wild. 

“I’ll  trim  him,”  he  said,  confidently.  “I’ve  walloped  half 
a  dozen  such  fellows  since  I  have  been  in  the  West.” 

“Go  ahead,”  was  the  reply.  “Make  him  beg  for  mercy, 
and  make  a  laughing-stock  of  him.  He  is  nothing  but  a 
big  bluff,  who  is  pretty  handy  with  a  shooter,  but  never  shoots 
unless  he  gets  a  good  advantage  over  a  man.” 

Bub  was  rawboned  and  muscular,  and  looked  as  though  he 
could  put  up  a  good  fight. 

His  opponent  was  about  as  tall  as  he,  but  heavier,  and  was 
no  doubt  as  strong  as  a  bull. 

Both  were  ready  to  go  at  it  without  any  further  prelimi¬ 
naries,  so  Brown  gave  the  word  to  “sail  in,”  and  away  they 
■went. 

“Your  hanks  an’  feet  are  ther  only  things  ter  be  used,  gents. 
Remember  that!”  called  out  Brown,  who  had  taken  it  upon 
himself  to  act  as  referee. 

There  was  no  answer,  but  both  heard  him. 

Bub  got  in  the  first  blow,  but  the  bluffer  from  Arizona  man¬ 
aged  to  get  hold  of  him  just  as  it  landed. 

Then  a  wrestling  bout  ensued. 

noth  seemed  to  be  pretty  good  at  this,  and  as  it  was  some¬ 
thing  new  for  the  people  in  Weston  to  see  such  a  contest,  they 
enjoyed  it  greatly. 

Back  and  forth  they  swayed,  their  bodies  twisting  and  turn¬ 
ing  like  a  couple  of  struggling  eels. 

Bub  Sprague  was  working  hard  to  get  the  under  hold,  but 
his  opponent  had  just  the  shade  the  best  of  him,  as  when  be 
grabbed  for  him  he  got  a  hold  below  the  armpits. 

The  t»!  jffrr  was  getting  the  best  of  it  as  the  struggle  con- 
tJn'jed,  but  no  one  offered  to  interfere. 


Suddenly  he  made  a  mighty  effort  and  succeeded  in  throw¬ 
ing  Bub. 

Then  something  happened  that  raised  a  cry  of  applause. 

The  singer  had  scarcely  touched  the  ground  when  he  rolled 
his  man  over. 

Then  he  began  pummeling  him  about  the  body  and  face  till 
the  Arizona  Terror  was  forced  to  let  go  his  hold. 

“Have  you  got  enough  yet?”  criec^  Bob,  as  he  grabbed  his 
opponent  about  the  neck  and  got  his  head  in  chancery.  “Take 
that!” 

It  was  a  jab  in  the  nose  this  time  and  the  blood  began  to 
flow. 

“No,  I  hain’t  got  enough!”  was  the  spirited  rejoinder,  and 
by  a  great  effort  the  man  wriggled  out  of  the  bad  position  he 
was  in  and  got  upon  his  feet. 

Then  he  began  to  let  his  arms  fly  like  a  couple  of  flails,  not 
one  of  the  blows  doing  a  particle  of  damage. 

It  became  a  game  of  sparring  now,  and  the  way  the  two 
men  danced  around  in  their  ungainly  way  caused  a  roar  of 
laughter. 

But  Bub  Sprague  was  getting  all  the  best  of  it  now. 

He  was  landing  at  almost  every  shot,  and  it  would  soon  be 
all  over,  unless  something  remarkable  happened. 

Pretty  soon  the  Arizona  Terror  got  an  awful  crack  right 
on  his  bleeding  nose,  and  he  went  down,  crying  out: 

“I’ve  got  enough!” 

Bub  at  once  desisted. 

His  nose  was  bleeding,  too,  but  he  simply  wiped  it  off  with 
his  handkerchief  and  walked  over  to  Wild. 

“I  told  you  I’d  wallop  him,”  he  said.  “He  give  me  a  pretty 
good  tussle,  but  I  was  sure  I  was  going  to  win.  Now,  if  he 
ain’t  satisfied  when  he  gets  up,  and  wants  to  do  any  shooting, 
I’ll  go  him  on  that.  I  ain’t  a  coward.” 

This  sort  of  talk  pleased  the  crowd  immensely. 

Thev  now  realized  that  the  singer,  who  had  been  amusing 
them,  was  not  the  fool  they  had  first  taken  him  for. 

Bub  thanked  our  hero  for  holding  his  coat  and  cuffs,  and 
asked  him  to  go  in  and  have  a  drink. 

“No,  thanks,”  said  Wild.  “I  am  going  home  now.  I  have 
got  a  little  work  to  do  to-night,  and  I  want  to  get  at  it.  Come 
over  to  the  office  and  see  us  to-morrow  morning,  Mr.  Sprague.” 

“You  can  bet  I  will.  I  am  only  too  glad  to  receive  the  invi¬ 
tation.  ” 

“He  will  do  all  right  to  take  part  in  the  fun  Wednesday,” 
observed  Wild  to  Charlie,  as  they  went  home. 


CHAPTER  V. 

TWO  VILLAINS  FORM  A  COMBINE. 

There  was  one  man  in  the  crowd  that  had  witnessed  the 
fight  between  the  Arizona  Terror  and  Bub  Sprague  who  had 
been  anxious  to  see  the  former  win. 

This  was  Blond  Jake,  alias  Idle  Jack. 

He  simply  was  opposed  to  the  singer  because  Young  Wild 
West  had  taken  his  part  and  acted  friendly  toward  him. 

As  the  defeated  man  got  up  and  went  inside  the  hotel,  Idle 
Jack  followed  close  to  him. 

He  even  got  a  bucket  of  water  and  washed  the  blood  from 
his  face.  ’  „ 

Then  he  found  his  revolvers  and  handed  them  to  him. 

“Come  with  me,”  he  whispered  in  his  ear.  “This  is  no  place 
for  you.  They  are  all  against  you  here.” 

“I  guess  you  are  right,  pardner,”  was  the  reply.  “Where 
will  we  go?” 
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“Over  to  the  Ram’s  Horn,  where  I’m  stopping.  You  will 
find  friends  there.” 

“All  right,  then.  I’ll  toiler  yer.  Go  on.” 

Tiie  two  left  the  place  at  once,  not  stopping  to  get  the  drink 
that  was  being  put  on  the  bar  for  them. 

When  Bowery  Bill  saw  Idle  Jack  come  in  followed  by  the 
badly  battered  man,  he  locked  up  in  surprise. 

“What’s  ther  trouble?”  he  asked.  “Looks  as  though  some 
ore  has  been  foolin’  with  Young  Wild  West,  or  some  of  his 
crowd.” 

“That’s  just  what  is  the  matter,”  was  the  reply.  “This  man 
just  got  a  beating  from  one  of  Young  Wild  West’s  friends, 
while  a  whole  crowd  looked  on  and  laughed.  I  knew  he  could 
not  get  fair  play  over  in  the  Gazoo,  so  I  brought  him  over  here 
with  me.  Let  me  see — what’s  your  name?”  and  Idle  Jack 
turned  to  the  fellow  he  had  befriended. 

“Oh!  I’m  ther  Arizona  Terror,”  was  the  answer.  “That’s 
ther  name  I  always  go  by  anywhere  else,  so  I  s’pose  it  will 
have  to  do  here.” 

“It  is  a  good  enough  name,  an'  jest  because  you  got  licked 
in  a  fist  fight  don’t  say  that  you  ain’t  entitled  to  it,”  said 
Bowery  Bill,  as  he  leaned  ever  the  bar  and  shook  hands  with 
him. 

This  remark  did  the  bully  more  good  than  anything  that  had 
been  said  or  done  since  the  fight,  and  he  at  once  gave  the  or¬ 
der  to  set  ’em  up. 

There  were  only  three  or  four  men  in  the  place  v/hen  the 
two  entered;  as  these  were  of  the  stamp  that  suited  him,  the 
disguised  read  agent  called  them  up. 

They  were  introduced  to  the  Arizona  Terror,  and  then  all 
hands  drank. 

Then  Idle  Jack  led  his  new  friend  into  a  small  room  off  the 
bar  and  closed  the  door. 

“I  want  to  talk  to  you,  my  friend,”  said  he.  “I  suppose  you 
know  that  Young  Wild  West  was  entirely  responsible  for  what 
happened  to  you  a  little  while  ago.,  don’t  you?” 

“Yes,  for  he’s  ther  one  what  knocked  my  shooter  but  of  my 
hands.” 

“Well,  don’t  you  think  you  ought  to  get  square  with  him?” 

“1  do,  for  a  fact.” 

“I  have  got  a  grudge  against  him,  top;  but  let  me  tell  you 
right  here  that  he  is  a  dangerous  customer  to  tackle.” 

“He  acted  as  though  he  might  be.” 

“Well,  ho  is.  He  is  not  much  more  than  a  boy,  but  I  am 
Compelled  to  admit  that  I  never  saw  a  man  who  can  shoot  as 
quick  as  he  can.” 

“He  couldn  t  shoot  if  he  wasn’t  lookin’  at  yer,  could  he?” 

“No;  but  that  wouldn't  hardly  do.  If  he  was  to  die  with  a 
bullet  in  his  back  ther  one  who  fired  the  shot  wrouldn’t  live 
ten  minutes  in  this  town.  Young  Wild  West  has  more  friends 
than  any  man  in  the  place.” 

The  Arizona  Terror  shook  his  head. 

”He’s  got  to  be  shot  when  he’s  got  a  show,  then?”  he  asked. 

Not  exactly.  I  ve  got  a  scheme  which,  if  it  works,  will 
put  an  end  to  Young  Wild  West  forever,  and  then  this  town 
can  i  un  as  it  pleases.  1  he  day  after  to-morrow  will  be  a  big 
day  here,  and  that  is  the  day  that  Youn$£  Wild  West  must  die. 
He  must  die  in  such  a  way  that  it  will  make  people  believe 
it  was  an  accident.  Do  you  understand?” 

“Oh,  yes!  I  understand  now.” 

“Well,  if  you  are  going  to  stay  here  in  town  till  after  Young 
Wild  Wests  Big  Day  you  can  be  of  some  help  to  me.  You 
see  I  don’t  want  too  many  mixed  up  in  It,  for  it  might  leak 
out,  and  then  we  would  be  marked  men.  I’ll  tell  you  what  my 
plan  is  Wednesday  morning,  if  you  say  you'll  go  in  with  me  ” 

“Surr  I’ll  go  in  with  you,  if  there  ain’t  no  danger.” 

“There  won’t  be  a  particle  of  danger  In  it.  I'll  tell  you  what 


my  scheme  is  Wednesday  morning.  Have  you  got  much  dust 
about  your  clothes?” 

“I’ve  got  in  ther  neighborhood  of  five  hundied  dollars. 
Why?  Do- you  want  any?” 

“Yes.  Let  me  have  a  hundred.  I  want  to  get  into  a  game 
of  poker  to-night.  I’ve  made  arrangements  to  play,  and  I 
don’t  think  I  have  got  money  enough.  I’ll  pay  you  ba<k  in  the 
morning,  because  I  am  sure  to  come  out  ahead  in  the  game.” 

The  Arizona  Terror  handed  over  the  money  willingly 
enough. 

The  man  was  a  stranger  to  him,  but  he  knew  that  he  was 
one  of  his  own  kind,  and  that  made  it  all  right. 

The  two  left  the  room  a  minute  or  two  later. 

The  new  arrival  made  arrangements  with  Bowery  Bill  to 
put  up  there,  and  then  followed  his  friend  into  the  card  room. 

It  was  a  little  early  yet,  but  the  tables  were  beginning  to 
fill  up  for  all  that. 

Idle  Jack  soon  found  the  men  he  had  arranged  to  play  with 
that  night,  but  one  of  them  had  failed  to  show  up. 

Seqing  this,  the  Arizona  Terror  asked  to  take  his  place. 

The  disguised  road  agent  looked  hard  at  him  when  he  said 
he  wanted  to  play,  but  seeing  nothing  but  earnestness  in  his 
|  face,  he  said  he  was  willing  if  the  rest  were. 

None  of  them  knew  him,  but  they  did  not  object,  so  the  man 
with  the  battered  features  sat  down  in  the  game. 

There  were  just  five  of  them  at  the  table  now,  and  each  man 
was  bent  on  winning. 

Idle  Jack  was  sorry  he  had  not  made  arrangements  with  the 
Terror  to  play  in  the  game. 

Then  they  might  have  fixed  it  so  they  could  have  cleaned  the 
other  three  out. 

As  it.  was  now  they  would  be  working  against  each  other, 
unless  the  Terror  was  a  very  apt  fellow,  and  Idle  Jack  had 
an  idea  that  he  was  not. 
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But  as  the  game  proceeded  he  gradually  changed  his  mind. 

He  began  to  realize  that  his  friend  knew  as  much  about  the 
game  as  he  did. 

He  showed  that  he  could  deal  the  cards  any  way  he  had  a 
notion  to. 

When  they  had  been  at  it  for  about  an  hour  both  were  pretty 
big  winners. 

But  the  three  men  against  them  were  determined  fellows, 
and  though  they  did  not  know  so  much  about  the  game,  they 
stuck  to  it. 

At  the  end  of  another  hour  Blond  Jake,  or  Idle  Jack,  as  we 
have  been  calling  him,  had  won  over  a  thousand  dollars. 

And  he  knew  his  friends  had  won  all  if  not  more  than  that 
sum. 

It  was  in  great  luck  that  they  were  playing,  it  seemed,  but 
it  was  really  cheating  on  the  part  of  the  two. 

But  they  were  so  good  at  it  that  they  could  not  be  detected, 
and  it  was  not  until  the  three  men  were  broke  that  they  gave 
it  up. 

It  was  well  toward  morning  when  they  arose  from  the  table. 

Without  a  word  concerning  the  game  Idle  Jack  left  his 
friend  and  went  to  his  room. 

The  Arizona  Terror  followed  a  few  minutes  later,  and  it  was 
near  noon  when  he  got  up. 

Though  his  sleep  had  benefited  him  it  had  not  improved  his 
appearance  any,  since  he  now  sported  a  pair  of  black  eves  and 
his  nose  was  very  sore  from  the  pounding  it  had  received. 

But  a  good  horn  of  whisky  made  him  feel  better,  and  then 
he  concluded  to  wait  for  dinner,  which  would  be  ready  in  loss 
than  an  hour. 

Idle  Jack  showed  dp  a  little  later,  and  he,  too.  decided  to  go 
without  his  breakfast. 

The  two  men  shook  hands. 

“You  are  one  of  the  best  1  ever  met.”  said  the  disguised  read 
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“M1  ;r.  "Why  didn’t  you  tell  me  that  you  wanted  to  play  when 
1  borrowed  the  hundred  of  you?" 

"It  turned  out.  all  right,  didn’t  it?” 

Couldn  t  have  turned  out  any  better.” 

"How  much  are  you  ahead  of  the  game?" 

thousand  eight  hundred  and  sixty  dollars.” 

"Is  that  so?  You  beat  me  about  five  hundred.  Well,  here 
is  the  hundred  I  borrowed.” 

1  guess  I  won’t  take  that.  Keep  it  for  good  luck.” 

“Do  you  mean  that?”  asked  Idle  Jack. 

•‘Yes;  keep  it  for  good  luck.” 

All  light,  then.  I  only  hope  I  will  be  able  to  help  you  out 
some  day.  ” 

"lou  may  have  ther  chance.” 

The  two  hung  around  the  barroom  drinking  whisky  till 
dinner  time,  and  then  went  in  and  had  a  good  meal. 

After  that  Idle  Jack  suggested  that  they  take  a  walk  around 
town,  so  they  started  out  to  do  so. 

Chance  led  their  footsteps  toward  the  office  of  the  Wild  West 
Mining  and  Improvement  Company. 

"W  hen  they  got  opposite  to  the  place  they  found  that  some- 
‘  thing  was  going  on. 

There  were  half  a  dozen  standing  around  and  some  of  them 
were  shooting  at  a  mark. 

Among  them  was  Bub  Sprague,  the  man  who  had  thrashed 
the  Arizona  Terror. 

\oung  Wild  West  was  there,  too,  but  he  was  not  indulging 
in  any  of  the  shooting. 

"Lets  see  wrhat  is  going  on,”  the  disguised  road  agent  sug¬ 
gested. 

"All  right,”  was  the  reply. 

So  they  walked  leisurely  over  to  where  the  group  was  stand¬ 
ing. 

The  face  of  Young  Wild  West  clouded  slightly  when  he  saw 
them  approaching. 

It  was  quite  plain  that  they  were  not  welcome,  and  they 
should  have  had  sense  enough  to  know  it. 

But  they  were  both  under  the  influence  of  whisky,  and  they 
were  reckless. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  an  idea  that  they  came  there  for  the 
purpose  of  picking  a  muss  with  Bub  Sprague,  and  as  he  had 
no  love  for  Idle  Jack,  he  walked  to  meet  them,  and  said  : 

"Do  you  want  to  see  any  one  here?” 

“No;  net  in  particular,”  replied  the  disguised  villain. 

“Well,  then,  you  may  as  well  walk  on.  This  is  private  prop¬ 
erty.” 

“It  is,  eh?  Well,  we  didn’t  know  that  fellows  around  here 
was  so  strict  that  they  didn’t  allow  any  one  to  walk  on  the 
land  they  owned.” 

“Well,  you  know  it  now!”  exclaimed  Charlie,  who  wTas  in  a 
bad  humor  from  the  time  he  first  saw  them  coming.  “You 
two  rascals  go  on  about  your  business,  or  I’ll  make  you!” 

“You  will  make  us?” 

“Yes;  I  will  make  you — me,  alone.” 

“Well,  let’s  see  you  do  it.” 

"Light  cut!  Vacate!  Leave  the  premises — quick,  now,  or 
I’ll  fill  yen  both  with  chunks  of  lead.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  drawn  his  revolvers  before  the  two 
villains  were  aware  of  it,  and  they  were  dumfounded  when 
thf  y  realized  how  earnest. he  was. 

J  icy  both  knew  what  it  v/as  to  be  taken  down,  but  this  was 
about  as  bad  a  time  as  they  had  ever  experienced  in  that  line. 

There  was  only  one  thing  for  them  to  do,  and  that  was  to  go 
right  on  about  Their  business. 

So  they  turn  d  around  and  quit  the  spot  at  no  slow  pace. 

“I  would  shoot  either  one  of  them  fellers  as  quick  as  I  would 
a  do/  that  had  made  a  bite  at  me,”  observed  the  scout.  “They 
both  are  sneaks,  and  1  know  It.” 


“1  believe  you  are  right,  Charlie,”  remarked  Wild.  “But  I 
wish  you  had  not  been  so  hasty  with  them.  We  might  have 
gleaned  something  from  them.  For  my -part,  I  believe  some¬ 
thing  is  in  the  wind,  and  1  would  like  to  get  an  inkling  of 
what  it  is.” 

"We  must  be  on  the  watch,  that’s  all,”  spoke  up  Jim  Dart, 
who  was  one  of  the  party. 

“I  think  I  will  follow  those  fellows  over  to  the  Ram’s  Horn 
and  ask  them  what  they  mean,  anyway?”  said  Wild. 

“Let  me  go  with  yc-u!  ”  exclaimed  Charlie. 

“No,  I  would  rather  not.  You  are  a  little  bit  mad,  and  you 
might  pick  a  muss  when  it  was  uncalled  for.” 

“I’ll  go  with  you!”  observed  Jim. 

“All  right.” 

No  one  else  had  anything  to  say  on  the  subject  after  that, 
and  Wild  and  Jim  at  once  started  after  the  two  villains,  who 
were  still  in  sight. 

They  were  going  back  to  the  Ram’s  Horn,  sure  enough,  and 
when  they  got  there  our  two  friends  were  not  far  behind. 

When  Wild  walked  in  the  place  he  was  ready  for  anything 
that  might  take  place. 

Idle  Jack  and  the  Arizona  Terror  were  there  talking  to.  the 
proprietor,  and  they  looked  surprised  when  they  saw  who  en¬ 
tered  the  door. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  walking  up  to  the 
pair,  “it  struck  me  after  you  left  that  you  might  have  come 
over  to  our  place  to  see  me  on  business,  or  something  like 
that;  so  I  have  come  over  to  ask  you  what  you  wanted.” 

“We  were  simply  taking  a  walk  around,”  was  the  reply. 
“We  didn’t  think  we  would  be  driven  off  your  property.” 

“Well,  if  you  simply  were  walking  around,  I  must  say  that 
there  were  plenty  of  other  places  to  go  besidss  our  property. 
Now,  see  here!  I  have  got  it  in  my  head  that  both  of  you 
have  got  a  grudge  against  me.  Now,  if  you  have,  let’s  have  it 
out,  as  I  hate  this  sneaking  kind  of  business.  Get  your  shoot¬ 
ers  ready,  for  I  am  liable  to  let  go  at  any  moment." 

The  two  men  turned  pale. 

“We  ain’t  lookin’  for  a  fight,”  gasped  the  Arizona  Terror. 

“Oh!  You  are  not,  are  you?  Well,  I  am  glad  of  that.  Now, 
let  me  offer  you  a  little  advice,  which  is,  don’t  try  to  create 
any  disturbance  to-morrow  in  town.  If  you  do  you  might  spoil 
the  big  time  we  are  going  to  have,  and  then  I  would  be  likely 
to  spoil  the  pair  of  you,  so  you  would  not  have  another  show 
to  be  good.  Now,  I  hope  you  understand  me  perfectly." 

“We  understand.” 

Both  men  said  this,  and  when  the  young,  fellow  walked  away 
they  felt  relieved. 


CHAPTER  VI.  « 

THE  DOUBLE  WEDDING  TAKES  PLACE. 

Wednesday  morning  dawned  bright  and  clear. 

It  could  not  have  been  a  better  day  if  it  had  been  made  to 
order. 

Our  friends  were  up  with  the  sun  making  the  final  prepara¬ 
tions. 

The  stand  had  to  be  trimmed  with  flowers  that  morning, 
and  they  thought  the  earlier  they  got  at  it  the  better  it  would 
be. 

Half  a  dozen  men  had  gathered  the  flowers  from  the  moun¬ 
tain-side,  but  Arietta,  Anna,  Eloise  and  Martha  had  sorted 
them  out  arid  were  on  hand  when  Wild  and  his  helpers  started 
in  to  decorate  the  stand  with  them. 

Wo  say  the  girls  were  there,  but  we  should  have  left  out 
Martha. 
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She  was  too  bashful  to  show  up  before  the  eyes  of  the  town 
that  morning. 

She  felt  that  it  was  going  to  be  an  awful  task  for  her  to 
walk  at  the  side  of  Jack  Robedee  and  step  upon  the  platform 
when  the  time  came  for  the  wedding  to  take  place,  let  alone 
go  there  when  she  did  not  have  to. 

By  twelve  o’clock  everything  was  in  shipshape  order. 

The  stand  w'as  trimmed  to  perfection — in  fact,  it  really 
looked  as  though  it  was  made  of  flowers  alone — and  the  band 
from  Spondulicks  had  arrived. 

Just  to  give  the  people  a  forerunner  of  what  was  to  come, 
Wild  got  them  to  strike  up  a  tune  as  the  miners  were  leaving 
their  work  at  noon  for  the  day. 

There  were  at  least  three  hundred  strangers  in  town,  and 
these,  with  the  regular  residents,  flocked  to  the  spot  when  the 
music  began. 

They  were  not  used  to  hearing  bands  play. 

There  wTere  sixteen  players  in  it,  and  they  could  play  fairly 
well,  though  Dove-Eye  Dave  was  positive,  he  said,  that  the 
fellow  who  beat  the  bass  drum  knew  his  business  better  than 
any  of  the  rest. 

He  being  the  oldest  resident  of  the  place,  a  great  many 
agreed  with  him. 

While  the  band  was  playing  a  party  of  fresh  arrivals  from 
Devil  Creek  rode  up. 

At  their  head  were  Lively  Rick  and  Nevada  Kate,  his  bride- 
to-be. 

There  was  great  cheering  by  those  wrho  recognized  Rick,  and 
the  band  played  its  loudest. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Jim  Dart  took  charge  of  the  party, 
and  escorted  it  over  to  the  Murdock  residence,  where  Nevada 
Kate  was  to  make  her  preparations  for  the  wedding. 

The  double  ceremony  was  to  take  place  at  two,  and  imme¬ 
diately  after  it  a  grand  feast  was  to  be  served. 

Two  steers  were  being  roasted  whole,  and  the  women  of 
the  town  had  been  baking  bread  for  two  days. 

The  bread  and  beef  would  be  the  main  things,  but  there  was 
plenty  of  other  provender  there,  too. 

Young  Wild  West  was  paying  the  entire  cost  of  everything. 

He  had  made  lots  of  money  since  he  had  been  in  Weston,  and 
he  felt  that  he  could  well  afford  it. 

By  one  o’clock  the  excitement  was  great  in  town. 

The  bad  element  of  the  town  wrere  filling  up  on  whisky,  and 
some  of  them  were  beginning  to  get  ugly. 

Our  hero  and  hi^  friends  kept  away  from  the  hotels  and 
gin-mills,  as  they  had  plenty  to  attend  to  without  going 
around  them  to  watch.  what  was  goin&  on. 

But  they  naturally  expected  that  there  would  be  trouble  of 
^ome  kind  before  the  “Big  Day”  was  over. 

That  was  almost  a  sure  thing. 

Finally  two  o’clock  came. 

The  band  struck  up  a  lively  march,  and  the  twro  couples, 
wdth  their  best  men  and  bridesmaids,  came  trooping  down  the 
street  on  horseback. 

About  half  the  population  fell  in  behind  them,  and  the  sight 
was  an  imposing  one. 

Wild  and  Arietta  looked  after  Jack  and  Martha,  and  Jim  and 
Eloise  were  sponsors  for  Rick  and  Nevada  Kate. 

They  were  all  dressed  in  fancy  riding  suits,  it  having  been 
agreed  that  they  were  to  be  married  in  true  Western  style. 

Even  the  revolvers  and  bowie-knives  were  not  lacking  in  the 
belts  of  the  men. 

Straight  to  the  end  of  the  main  street  of  the  town  the  pro¬ 
cession  went,  and  then  countermarching,  came  back  to  the 
stand,  where  the  band  at  once  took  their  places. 

Rev.  Thomas  Burton  took  his  place  there  to  receive  the 
contracting  parties.  ■  • 


He  was  attired  in  his  new  suit,  and  when  the  crowd  caught 
sight  of  him  they  gave  him  a  rousing  cheer. 

It  was  the  first  time  they  had  ever  seen  him  look  so  neat. 

Before  they  ascended  the  platform  the  minister  led  in 
prayer,  and  even  the  reckless  “bad  men”  in  the  crowd  became 
hushed. 

When  this  wras  over  the  band  struck  up  again,  and  Jack  and 
Martha  stepped  up,  followed  by  Wild  and  Arietta. 

Then  came  Rick  and  Kate,  with  Jim  and  Eloise  right  after 
them. 

That  was  all  there  were  to  be  on  the  platform,  save  the  do¬ 
minie. 

The  favored  guests  were  seated  on  the  stand  where  they 
could  see,  and  among  them  was  Bub  Sprague. 

He  seemed  very  much  interested  in  wrhat  was  going  on, 
though  now  and  then  a  shade  of  sorrow  would  cross  his  face. 

Dove-Eye  Dave,  wrho  sat  next  to  him,  noticed  this,  and  he 
asked  him  what  the  trouble  wras. 

“Oh!”  was  the  reply,  “I  was  thinking  that  if  my  girl  who 
ran  away  from  me  was  only  here,  we  could  make  a  triple  wed¬ 
ding  out  of  it.” 

“It’s  too  bad  she  ain’t  here,”  said  the  old  man,  dryly. 

“Yes,  it  is  too  bad,”  Bub -assured  her.  “She  ought  not  to 
have  used  me  like  that,  after  I  had  used  her  like  a  lady.” 

“Do  you  know  what  I  would  do  with  a  woman  if  she  was  to 
treat  me  that  way?”  asked  Dove-Eye  Dave,  who  generally 
spoke  his  thoughts  on  all  occasions,  no  matter  where  he  was, 
or  what  the  subject  happened  to  be. 

“No;  what  wrould  you  do?” 

“I’d  tie  her  to  the  back  of  a  mule,  an’  then  start  ther  pair 
off  due  east  by  touchin’  off  a  keg  of  blastin’  powder  under  ther 
mule’s  tail.” 

“Well,  that  might  be  a  good  thing  to  do,”  Bub  admitted. 

There  was  no  chance  for  any  further  conversation,  for  the 
two  couples  were  now  in  position  to  be  married. 

There  is  no  use  in  repeating  the  form  of  the  marriage  ser¬ 
vice  here,  suffice  it  to  say  that  it  was  gone  through  with, 
not  a  single  part  being  omitted. 

Jack  Robedee  and  Lively  Rick  were  now  benedicts,  and 
when  the  immediate  friends  had  congratulated  them  and 
kissed  the  brides,  they  descended  from  the  platform  and  stood 
in  line  to  shake  hands  with  the  people  in  the  crowd,  while  the 
Spondulicks  band  discoursed  the  sweetest  of  music. 

It  took  a  long  time  to  go  through  with  this,  and  when  the 
last  one  had  passed  down  the  line  the  hands  of  the  brides 
fairly  ached  from  so  much  hand-shaking. 

The  “Big  Day”  was  now  in  full  blast. 

The  sky  was  as  clear  as  a  bell,  so  the  people  were  going  to 
the  barbecue  in  the  open  air. 

True,  the  biggest  part  of  them  had  to  stand,  or  else  wait  till 
those  who  were  fortunate  to  get  the  first  seats  were  through. 

It  is  safe  to  say  that  there  were  no  dinners  cooked  in  Weston 
that  day. 

Everybody  waited  for  the  wedding  feast. 

The  marriage  being  over,  the  real  sport  of  the  day  began. 

A  fakir  had  drifted  over  from  Spondulicks,  where  ho  had 
landed  by  accident,  and  he  began  to  perform  his  tricks  and 
take  up  collections  at  irregular  intervals. 

Solemn  Sal,  the  fortune-teller,  had  come  over  from  Devil 
Creek,  too,  and  she  was  doing  more  business  than  she  had  ever 
done  in  her  life. 

When  Bub  Sprague  heard  that  Solemn  Sal  was  such  an  ex¬ 
pert  at  rev  ealing  one  s  iuture,  he  waited  to  get  a  chance  to  let 
her  read  his  palm. 

It  was  not  long  before  he  got  a  chance,  since  Wild  helped 
him  out. 

Some  one  must  have  posted  the  woman  concern i tig  Bub. 
for  she  told  him  a  whole  lot  that  was  true,  and  then  wound 
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up  by  telling  him  that  he  would  find  his  girl  when  he  had 
reached  the  ripe  age  of  eighty-four,  and  that  they  would  then 
marry  and  live  happily  ever  after. 

“That  ain’t  so  had,  after  all,”  observed  Bub  to  Wild.  “It 
means  that  I  am  going  to  live  a  good  while,  anyway.” 

Our  hero  was  forced  to  smile  at  this. 

“Yes,”  he  answered.  “She  has  put  you  down  for  a  long  life. 
But  look  how  many  years  you  will  be  hunting  for  your  bride 
before  you  find  her!  ” 

“Well,  I  won't  Worry  now,  for  I  am  satisfied  that  the  old 
woman  knows  just  what  she  is  talking  about.  What  is  to  be 
will  be,  and  I  know  what  is  going  to  be  with  me.” 

“You  really  believe  that  she  told  the  truth,  then?” 

“Of  course  I  do.  Didn’t  she  tell  me  a  whole  lot  of  things 
that  had  happened  to  me  that  were  true?  And  if  she  was  able 
to  do  that,  why  couldn’t  she  tell  what  was  going  to  happen? 
Of  course  I  believe  her.  I  always  did  believe  in  fortune¬ 
tellers,  more  or  less.” 

“I  believe  in  them  less.” 

“What  did  you  say?” 

“Oh!  nothing,”  said  Wild.  “It  is  only  a  matter  of  opinion 
about  such  people.  Some  believe  in  them  and  some  don’t, 
that’s  all.” 

Everybody  was  done  eating  by  this  time,  so  Wild  invited 
% 

Bub  Sprague  to  get  upon  the  platform  and  sing  them  a  song. 

He  was  perfectly  willing  to  do  this,  and  soon  his  loud  voice 
was  heard  by  the  entire  gathering. 

He  sang  a  pathetic  love  song  that  was  quite  suitable  to 
the  occasion,  and  he  was  applauded  loudly  for  it. 

Then  he  sang  a  comic  song,  after  which  Wild  marched  the 
fakir  to  the  platform  and  told  him  to  go  ahead  and  show  what 
he  could  do  before  the  whole  crowd. 

The  man  was  able  to  put  up  a  pretty  good  game  at  sleight- 
of-hand,  and  he  amused  the  miners  and  their  families  not  a 
little.  _ 

The  tricks  with  playing  cards  suited  the  majority  of  them 
best,  because  they  were  familiar  with  the  cards,  and  they 
watched  the  mystifying  things  he  did  with  interest. 

One  of  the  tricks  needed  a  couple  of  assistants,  so  he  asked 
for  volunteers  from  the  crowd. 

Bub  Sprague  was  the  first  one  to  offer  his  services,  and  he 
had  no  sooner  stepped  up  when  Idle  Jack  came  forward. 

The  disguised  villain  was  really  interested,  since  he  thought 
he  might  be  able  to  learn  of  a  new  way  to  cheat  at  cards. 

“Now,”  said  the  fakir,  “we  will  suppose  that  we  are  sitting 
down  to  a  friendly  game  of  draw  poker.  It  is  my  deal,  so 
everybody  watch  me  closely.” 

He  went  on  and  dealt  three  hands,  one  for  himself  and  one 
each  for  Bub  and  Idle  Jack. 

The  vast  throng  watched  him  with  interest. 

When  each  had  looked  at  the  five  cards  they  had  been  given, 
the  fakir  asked  them  how  many  cards  they  wished  to  draw. 

Each  of  them  took  two  apiece,  and  he  said  he  would  stand 
pat. 

Tdle  Jack  drew  to  three  aces  and  caught  the  other  one,  along 
with  the  king  of  hearts. 

Sprague  had  four  fours  and  the  king  of  diamonds  when  he 
had  filled. 

“Now,  then,  show  the  people  your  hands,”  observed  the 
fakir,  "but  do  not  let  me  see  them.” 

They  held  up  the  cards  so  every  one  could  see,  and  then  the 

fakir  went  on: 

••We  will  now  do  something  not  often  done  in  a  game  of 
poker,”  ho  said.  “You  two  gentlemen  please  .exchange  hands.” 

They  did  so. 

‘  Now  who  has  got  the  best  hand  of  the  three  of  us?” 

“This  man  here,”  promptly  retorted  Idle  Jack,  placing  his 

hand  on  Bub's  arm. 


“Are  you  sure?” 

“I  would  be  willing  to  bet  that  way.” 

“Well,  we  are  not  betting;  but  just  to  show  you  what  a 
mistake  you  would  make,  the  gentleman  will  please  show  his 
hand  to  the  audience.” 

Bub  held  up  the  cards  so  all  hands  could  see  them. 

He  had  a  heart  flush. 

“Now  show  your  hand.” 

Idle  Jack  had  three  sevens  and  a  pair  of  aces. 

“Now,  hold  them  up  so  all  can  see  them,”  the  fakir  resumed. 
“I  am  going  to  show  you  that  I  have  the  winning  hand.” 

He  then  showed  his  cards,  and  four  kings  and  an  ace  were 
plainly  visible. 

This  was  very  mystifying  to  the  crowd,  since  the  man  had 
not  touched  the  cards  after  he  had  dealt  them. 

“Give  me  your  cards,”  he  said,  and  he  took  them  and  placed 
them  back  in  the  pack.  “Now,  I  want  you  to  look  them  over 
carefully  and  make  sure  that  all  the  cards  are  there.” 

This  they  did,  taking  their  time  so  there  would  be  no  mis¬ 
take. 

They  were  all  there! 

“How  many  did  you  find  in  the  pack?”  asked  the  performer. 

“Fifty-two,”  answered  Bub  Sprague. 

“And  the  different  suits  were  all  there?” 

“Yes!”  exclaimed  Idle  Jack.  “The  pack  is  as  straight  as  a 
string.  ” 

“I  think  you  are  mistaken.  The  pack  is  a  new  one,  and  I 
am  sure  I  forgot  to  take  out  the  joker.  There  must  be  fifty- 
three  cards  in  it.” 

“No,  there  ain’t!” 

Both  men  were  positive  of  this. 

“Let  me  count  them.” 

He  took  them,  and  the  first  card  he  turned  over  was  the 
joker. 

“I  told  you  so!”  he  cried.  “But — well,  what  sort  of  a  pack 
is  this,  anyway?  They’re  all  jokers,  as  sure  as  I  live!” 

And  they  were,  so  he  began  tossing  them  right  and  left 
among  the  crowd  till  they  were  all  gone. 

“I  wouldn’t  want  to  stack  up  against  you  in  a  game,”  re¬ 
marked  Idle  Jack,  as  he  stepped  down  from  the  platform. 
“You  beat  anything  I  ever  saw.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  chimed  in  Bub.  “I  can’t  understand  how 
them  cards  changed  spots  while  they  were  in  my  hand.” 

The  fakir  smiled,  and  then  proceeded  with  more  of  his 
tricks. 

But  there  were  none  that  pleased  the  miners  half  as  much 
as  that  one. 

When  he  had  finished  Young  Wild  West  stepped  over  to  Bub 
Sprague  and  asked  if  he  would  give  an  imitation  of  a  man 
trying  to  ride  a  bucking  broncho. 

“Of  course  I  will,”  Bub  answered.  “Bring  out  a  horse  that 
has  not  been  broke,  if  you  can.” 

That  meant  that  there  was  fun  ahead. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

NOT  ON  THE  PROGRAMME. 

You-ng  Wild  West  had  not  spoken  to  Bub  Sprague  about  the 
wild  broncho  he  had  in  the  stable  until  now. 

But  he  had  drawn  him  out  and  got  him  to  relate  how  many 
bucking  bronchos  and  mustangs  he  had  conquered. 

And  to  ease  him  down  gently  he  had  asked  him  to  give 
an  imitation  of  a  fellow  trying  to  ride  a  bucking  broncho. 

Bub  should  have  kept  still  and  let  the  crowd  think  that,  he 
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was  simply  falling  off  to  amuse  the  lookers-on,  but  he  was  not 
built  that  way,  it  seemed. 

So  when  the  vicious  little  steed  was  led  out  by  Cheyenne 
Charlie  and  the  stableman,  who  had  all  they  could  do  to  hold 
him,  Sprague  stepped  before  the  audience,  and  said: 

“Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  am  anything  but  a  graceful  rider, 
but  1  am  somewhat  of  a  horse  tamer.  I  am  first  going  to  give 
you  an  imitation  of  a  tenderfoot  riding  his  first  mount  in  the 
West.  After  that  I  will  show  you  how  I  tamed  the  wildest 
bucking  broncho  that  was  ever  bred  in  Texas.  I  am  sorry  I 
haven’t  a  real  vicious  cayuse  to  ride,  so  I  could  give  you  the 
full  idea  of  it.” 

A  cheer  went  up  at  this  little  speech,  and  those  who  knew 
all  about  the  broncho  Wild  had  won  from  the  broncho  buster 
laughed  softly  to  themselves. 

They  had  seen  Wild  ride  and  conquer  it,  but  they  had  an 
idea  that  the  singer  would  not  fare  so  well. 

The  steed  was  saddled  and  bridled,  and  then  Bub  leaped 
‘lightly  in  the  saddle. 

“I  will  now  show  you  how - ” 

That  was  as  far  as  he  got,  for  the  next  instant  he  went  fly¬ 
ing  over  the  broncho’s  head  and  landed  in  a  heap  of  dust  a 
dozen  feet  away. 

He  was  just  the  least  bit  surprised,  it  must  be  said,  but  he 
did  not  want  the  audience  to  know  it. 

“That  is  the  way  a  tenderfoot  generally  acts  at  the  start,” 
he  said,  as  soon  as  he  could  get  the  dust  out  of  his  mouth. 
“Now,  I  will  show  you  the  next  move.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  caught  the  steed  with  a  lasso,  and  he 
and  Jim  were  holding  him  for  Bub’s  next  attempt. 

This  time  the  singer  was  a  trifle  more  cautious. 

*  / 

He  did  not  need  to  be  told  that  the  broncho  was  about  as 
contrary  a  brute  as  had  ever  had  a  saddle  on  his  back. 

“Get  up!”  he  yelled,  and  Jim  and  Charlie  let  go. 

The  broncho  began  humping  his  back  savagely,  but  the  rider 
was  up  to  this  sort  of  thing  now,  and  he  only  grinned. 

“Hooray!”  yelled  Bub.  “When  a  tenderfoot  gets  so  he  can 
do  this  he  thinks  he  knows  the  whole  thing,  but  he  don’t,  not 
by  a - ” 

Once  more  he  was  interrupted,  for  as  quick  as  a  flash  the 
broncho  dropped  to  the  ground  and  rolled  him  In  the  dust. 

The  animal  got  up  first,  too,  and  was  away  again  like  a 
shot,  only  to  be  caught  with  Charlie’s  ready  lariat  again. 

“Pooh,  pooh,  pooh!”  sputtered  Bub,  as  he  rubbed  his 
back.  “This  is  the  way  the  tenderfoot  acts  when  he  gets 
rolled  upon.” 

Those  who  really  thought  that  he  was  doing  all  this  on  pur¬ 
pose  made  up  their  minds  that  he  was  about  the  toughest  man 
they  had  ever  seen  give  imitations. 

Our  friends  could  scarcely  contain  themselves. 

They  wanted  to  laugh  so  badly  that  they  dared  not  look 
at  Sprague. 

But  Bub  was  “good  stuff.” 

He  thought  it  was  only  an  accident  that  had  caused  him 
to  be  rolled  upon  that  time,  and  he  made  up  his  mind  to 
shorten  the  performance  by  riding  the  animal  in  the  fashion  of 
a  cowboy,  and  wind  up  by  making  a  graceful  dismount  before 
the  stand  that  was  occupied  by  the  band. 

He  brushed  off  his  clothes  and  mounted  again. 

He  certainly  did  know  considerable  about  bucking  horses, 
for  this  time  he  evaded  every  attempt  to  unseat  him  that  the 
animal  made,  and  finally  got  him  started  on  a  dead  run. 

Thore  was  a  scraggy  pine  tree  but  a  few  yards  distant,  and 
the  broncho  headed  straight  for  that. 

“This  will  conclude  the  performance!"  shouted  Sprague, 
as  ho  n  pa  red  the  tree,  intending  to  ride  around  it,  and  then 
back  to  the  stand  and  dismount. 


But  just  then  the  broncho  stopped  as  still  as  a  broken 
clock,  and  Bub  went  flying  over  his  head  like  a  catapult! 

1-Ie  brought  up  against  one  of  the  lower  limbs  of  the  tree 
with  a  force  that  shook  it  from  top  to  bottom,  but  failed  to 
come  down. 

The  cause  of  this  was  that  his  clothing  got  caught  upon  the 
branch,  and  there  he  hung  like  a  jumping-jack,  his  hands  and 
feet  moving  in  every  conceivable  direction. 

The  roar  of  laughter  that  went  up  from  the  miners  and 
cowboys  wras  the  loudest  Young  Wild  West  or  any  of  his 
friends  had  ever  heard. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  so  convulsed  with  ’merriment  that 
he  failed  to  catch  the  broncho  with  his  lasso,  and  the  animal 
started  up  the  mountain  road,  scattering  the  crowd  right  and 
left,  as  he  broke  through  it. 

“I  am  not  going  to  lose  that  fellow!”  exclaimed  Wild,  mak¬ 
ing  a  dash  to  the  spot  where  his  horse  was  tied.  “We  can 
have  too  much  fun  with  him  to  let  him  go.  And,  besides,  I 
want  to  keep  him  to  remember  Tom  Turpin,  the  Broncho 
Buster,  who  gave  him  to  me.” 

“I’ll  go  with  you,”  said  Charlie,  and  the  next  moment  they 
were  off. 

There  were  two  others  who  went  up  the  road  behind  them, 
but  the  audience  was  so  busy  watching  the  antics  of  Bub 
Sprague,  who  was  trying  to  extricate  himself  from  his  ludi¬ 
crous  position,  that  they  failed  to  take  any  note  of  it. 

The  broncho  had  a  good  start,  but  Wild  knew  it  would  only 
be  a  question  of  a  few  minutes  before  they  would  come  up 
with  him. 

As  soon  as  they  reached  the  level,  or  nearly  level,  road  above, 
they  allowed  their  horses  to  go  at  full  speed. 

Our  friends  had  their  horses  saddled  and  bridled,  because 
the  next  thing  on  the  programme  was  to  be  a  square  set  on 
horseback  with  four  couples,  including  the  newly  married 
ones. 

This  was  bound  to  make  a  big  hit,  and  no  one  realized  it 
more  fully  than  did  our  hero. 

But  he  wanted  to  catch  that  broncho,  so  the  dance  must  wait. 

Already  the  “Big  Time”  had  proved  a  big  success,  and  Wild 
was  well  satisfied. 


When  the  two  had  covered  about  half  a  mile  they  heard  the 
clattering  of  the  broncho’s  hoofs  ahead  of  them. 

They  also  heard  some  one  coming  close  behind  them,  but 
naturally  supposed  it  was  Jim  Dart  or  some  of  the  rest  who 
wanted  to  help  catch  the  broncho. 

“There  he  goes,”  cried  Charlie.  “He  is  slackenin’  down. 
You  try  an’  head  him  off,  an’  I’ll  lasso  him.” 

A  couple  of  minutes  later  Wild  had  succeeded  in  heading  the 
animal  off,  and  as  he  turned  to  run  back  Charlie  let  the  lariat 
fly  through  the  air. 


The  noose  fell  over  the  broncho’s  neck,  and  after  a  short 
struggle  he  was  choked  into  submission. 

They  were  just  thinking  about  heading  for  home  when  sud¬ 
denly  both  Wild  and  Charlie  found  their  arms  pinioned  to 
their  sides,  and  then  as  quick  as  a  flash  they  were  jerked 
from  the  saddle. 


na,  na,  na. 


,  as  ue  leaped  upon  \\  ml 
and  wound  the  rope  around  him.  “So  I  have  got  you  at  last 
have  I?” 

“Blond  Jake!”  gasped  our  hero. 

“That  is  right,”  replied  the  villain,  who  had  been  talking 
with  a  slight  Irish  accent  since  he  had  been  disguised,  but 
had  now  dropped  back  into  his  regular  way  of  speaking,  "it 
is  me.  all  right.  Glad  to  meet  me.  are  you  not?” 

Our  hero  made  a  wild  struggle  to  draw  his  revolver,  but 
lie  was  utterly  helpless. 

And  so  it  was  with  Cliarlio 
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1  he  Arizona  Terror  knew  considerable  about  a  lasso,  and 
he  had  done  his  work  fully  as  well  as  his  confederate. 

The  villains  had  planned  to  lure  Wild  off  by  a  ficticious 
message,  but  the  broncho  had  saved  them  the  trouble. 

“Drag  them  back  here  among  the  rocks,”  said  Blond  .Take. 
"Some  one  might  come  along  at  any  moment,  and  that  might 
spoil  our  game.” 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  they  did  this,  and  just  as  they 
got  the  luckless  pair  off  the  road  the  broncho  began  to  kick 
up. 

1  his  caused  the  other  horses  to  start,  and  away  went  /all 
three  in  the  direction  of  Weston. 

“That  is  bad,”  said  Blond  Jake.  “I  meant  to  drive  ther 
whole  three  of  them  over  the  precipice  here,  and  then  chuck 
these  two  fellows  after  them.  But  never  mind.  They  have 
got  to  die,  anyhow!” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

JIM  FINDS  WILD  AND  CHARLIE. 

§m,  i  1 

It  is  doubtful  if  Bub  Sprague  would  have  got  down  from 
the  limb  for  some  time  if  Jim  Dart  had  not  taken  pity  on 
him  and  gone  to  his  rescue. 

As  it  was  Jim  had  no  little  difficulty  in  landing  him  safely 
on  the  ground,  and  when  he  had  done  this  a  portion  of  Bub’s 
trousers  remained  hanging  to  the  limb. 

The  crowd  hooted  and  laughed  all  the  time  Jim  was  at 
work,  and  when  the  singer  at  length  stood  upright  on  his 
feet  some  one  proposed  three  cheers  for  the  champion  imi¬ 
tator. 

They  were  given  with  a  will,  and  served  to  somewhat 
smooth  Bub’s  ruffled  feelings. 

“Where’s  the  horse?”  he  asked,  looking  around  him.  “Great 
Scott!  I  didn’t  know  that  limb  was  low  enough  to  take  me 
from  the  saddle  the  way  it  did.” 

“It  wasn’t  the  limb’s  fault,”  spoke  up  Dove-Eye  Dave.  “It 
■was  ther  broncho  that  sent  you  up  there.  Ther  critter  went 
sailin'  up  ther  road  as  though  ther  old  boy  was  after  him, 
an’  Wild  an’  Charlie  has  gone  after  him.  If  I  was  you  I’d 
stick  to  singin’  an’  dancin’,  an’  let  bronchos  alone.” 

“I  was  simply  giving  an  imitation  of  a  tenderfoot  learn¬ 
ing  to  ride,”  Bub  retorted. 

“Yes,  simply— that’s  it!  Blamed  simply,  too,  I  reckon.  You 
don't  say  that  you  got  mussed  up  like  that  just  to  show  how 
a  tenderfoot  got  it,  do  you?” 

-  “Certainly  I  do.  Don’t  you  think  I  could  have  managed 
the  cayuse  if  I  had  wanted  to?” 

“Xo,  to  be  candid  with  you,  I  don’t  think  you  could  man¬ 
age  him.  If  you  could  you  are  a  mighty  good  actor,  an’  not 
afraid  to  run  ther  risk  of  breakin’  your  neck!” 

“Well,  I  am  an  actor,  you  know,  so  that  explains  it  all.” 

!  With  this  Sprague  limped  over  to  the  platform  and  took  a 
seat  close  to  the  bass-drum. 

“Where  is  Wild.  Jim?”  asked  Arietta,  as  she  noticed  our 
hero’s  chum  coming  that  way. 

“Why.  he  went  after  the  broncho  with  Charlie.  Didn’t  you 
him  go?”  was  the  reply. 

“Xo.  I  was  srr  busy  watching  our  friend  Bub  Sprague 
that  I  did  not  spc  him.” 

“Neither  did  I.”  spoke  up  Charlie’s  wife. 

And  Eloise  Gardner  nor  either  of  the  brides  and  grooms 

had  seen  them.  ,  % 

T hey.  too,  had  been  paying  so  much  attention  to  Bub  while 
►  !  e  nig  to  the  limb  of  the  tree,  that  they  had  not  noticed 
b t  -thing  e)-e  that  took  place. 

Toe  band  kept  on  playing,  as  there  was  no  one  there  to  ‘ 


announce  what  was  going  to  take  place  next,  and  finally, 

when  they  grew  tired,  they  got  up  one  by  one  and  proceeded 

to  walk  around. 

Dove-Eye  Dave  was  very  uneasy. 

“I  can’t  make  out  what’s  keepin'  Wild,"  he  said  to  Arietta. 

“Xor  I,  either,”  was  the  reply.  “Do  you  know  I  feel  as 

though  something  has  happened  to  him?” 

“I  can’t  believe  that.” 

“But  you  know  those  two  men  who  have  been  hanging 
around?  He  was  suspicious  that  they  were  here  for  no  good. 
Is  it  possible  that  they  have  met  Wild  and  Charlie  and  shot 
them?” 

“Don’t  think  that  way,  little  gal.  It  ain’t  in  ’em  to  git 
ther  drop  on  Young  Wild  West,  or  Cheyenne  Charlie,  either. 
They’ll  both  be  back  with  ther  broncho  putty  soon.” 

The  old  man  spoke  in  such  a  hopeful  tone  that  Arietta  be¬ 
came  a  trifle  easier. 

“It  won’t  do  to  keep  the  celebration  at  a  standstill,”  she 
said,  a  moment  later.  “Ask  Mr.  Sprague  to  come  over  here.” 

“Hey,  Bub!”  called  out  Dove-Eye  Dave.  “Come  over  here 
a  minute,  will  yer?” 

“What’s  the  matter?”  queried  Bub,  who  was  still  feeling 
rather  crestfallen  from  the  result  of  his  broncho  ride. 

“Sing  us  a  song,  Mr.  Sprague,”  said  Arietta.  “I  know  you 
have  been  doing  more  than  your  share,  but  we  must  keep  the 
people  interested  till  Wild  gets  back.” 

“Of  course  I’ll  sing  a  song,”  the  good-natured  fellow  im¬ 
plied.  “I’ll  do  anything  to  please  the  pretty  sweetheart  of 
Young  Wild  West.” 

“Xo  compliments,  please,”  and  the  girl  blushed  a  deep  crim¬ 
son. 

“You  don’t  mean  to  say  you  don’t  like  to  be  complimented?” 

“No— that  is,  I — I  don’t  know,”  stammered  Arietta. 

•  “I  once  knew  a  girl  who  always  said  she  did  not  like  to 
be  complimented  for  anything  she  did  or  said,”  resumed  Bub, 
striking  a  story-telling  attitude.  “Well,  one  night  there  was 
to  be  a  surprise  party  in  our  village,  and  all  ther  young 
folks  was  invited. 

“The  girls  were  to  take  the  eatables  and  the  fellows  were 
to  chip  in  and  pay  for  the  fiddler  and  buy  the  lemons  and 
sugar  for  the  lemonade.  This  girl  who  did  not  like  to  be  com- 
.plimented  happened  to  be  the  one  I  took  to  the  party. 

“She  had  spent  the  whole  morning  in  making  a  fine  cake, 
and  she  could  make  a  cake,  too!  I  can  almost  taste  that 
same  cake  now.  It  was  the  best  one  I  ever  ate. 

“On  the  way  to  the  party  she  says:  ‘Bub,  I  don’t  want 
you  to  say  anything  about  this  cake  being  good,  and  that  I 
made  it,  when  we  are  at  the  supper  table.  If  you  do,  I'll 

never  speak  to  you  again.  If  there  is  anything  I  do  hate  it 

is  to  be  complimented  before  a  lot  of  people.  It  would  only 
make  some  of  the  other  girls  jealous,  anyway,  because  there 
isn’t  one  of  them  who  can  make  a  cake  as  good  as  this  one 
is.  But  don’t  you  say  anything — not  by  any  means.’ 

“  ‘All  right,’  I  says,  but  I  meant  to,  for  all  that.  1  took 
it  that  if  I  didn’t  speak  a  word  for  the  cake  and  compliment 
the  maker,  the  girl  would  be  mad.  You  see,  I  thought  she 

meant  just  the  opposite  to  what  she  said;  and  T  guess  she 

did,  too,  though  I  never  found  out  for  a  certainty. 

“Well,  when  supper  time  came  at  the  party  I  led  my  girl 
In  and  took  a  seat  at  the  table. 

“The  cold  ham,  pickles  and  biscuits  and  such  stuff  went 
around,  and  finally  it  came  the  cakes’  turn.  There  was 
one  fine-looking  cake  on  the  table,  and  some  others  that  were 
nice,  but  not  quite  so  fine. 

“Of  course  I  thought  the  fancy-looking  cake  was  the  one 
my  girl  made.  ‘I'll  have  a  piece  of  that  cake.’  said  1,  point¬ 
ing  it  out.  ‘It  was  made  by  the  accomplished  cook  who  sits 
1  at  my  side,  and  who  certainly  would  win  the  prize  for  cake 
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making.  If  there  was  one  offered.’  The  girl  nudged  me  to 
to  stop,  but  I  only  smiled  and  went  on.  ‘I  haven’t  tasted 
the  cake  yet,’  I  says,  ‘but  here  goes!’  and  I  reached  over  for 
it. 

“  ‘You  fool!’  said  the  girl  who  did  not  like  to  be  compli¬ 
mented,  ‘that  isn’t  my  crffce;  it’s  a  dummy  they  borrowed  from 
the  village  bakery  to  make  the  table  look  nice.  Can’t  you 
see  that  it  isn’t  cut?  My  cake  is  all  gone!  You  refused  to  take 
a  piece  of  it  when  It  was  passed  around.  You  can  eat  that 
wooden  cake,  if  you  want  to!’ 

“Then  she  got  up  from  the  table  and  burst  into  tears.  The 
laugh  was  on  me,  but  I  stuck  it  out  for  a  little  while  and 
then  went  home.  I  never  spoke  to  the  girl  from  that  day  to 
this,  and  I  have  always  been  puzzled  to  know  if  she  would 
have  got  mad  if  it  had  been  her  cake  that  I  complimented.” 

Bub’s  little  story  caused  a  ripple  of  laughter  among  his 
hearers. 

They  forgot  all  about  Wild’s  protracted  absence  for  the 
time  being,  and  wanted  him  to  tell  another  story. 

But  Bub  said  he  could  think  of  no  more  just  then. 

“I  reckon  we  had  better  have  a  little  more  music  to  keep 
ther  crowd  in  a  good  humor,”  remarked  Dove-Eye  Dave,  and 
he  got  up  and  went  around  corraling  the  musicians,  and 
bringing  them  back  to  the  stand. 

They  struck  up  a  lively  air,  but  it  did  not  lighten  the  gloom 
that  had  come  over  a  few  of  our  friends. 

Where  was  Young  Wild  West? 

That  was  the.  question. 

He  should  have  been  back  long  before  this. 

There  was  plainly  a  feeling  of  restfulness  in  the  crowd, 
so  Bub  Sprague  took  it  on  himself  to  rise  and  say: 

“Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  understand  that  the  master  of 
ceremonies,  lroung  Wild  West,  has  gone  in  search  of  the 
bucking  broncho,  which  left  me  hanging  in  the  tree,  so  if 
you  have  no  objections,  I  will  entertain  you  with  a  song  or 
two  till  he  comes  back.” 

“Hear!  Hear!”  shouted  several  in  the  crowd,  while  the 
others  applauded  him  roundly. 

Bub  was  quite  a  genius  in  his  way. 

While  he  had  been  sitting  there  he  had  made  up  a  song 
that  dealt  with  his  experience  of  riding  the  broncho,  and  he 
now  started  in  to  sing  it  to  the  air  of  a  familiar  song. 

He  had  made  it  rhyme  pretty  well,  and  as  he  spoke  the 
words  very  plainly  he  made  a  great  hit  before  he  had  finished 
the  first  verse. 

By  the  time  he  had  finished  his  song  the  people  were  simply 
roaring  with  laughter. 

Tt,  was  the  hit  of  the  day,  that  is,  if  the  riding  incident 
was  left  out 

Then  the  band  played  another  selection,  and  as  Wild  and 
Charlie  had  not  showed  up  yet,  Bub  sang  another  song. 

This  sort  of  thing  was  kept  up  till  an  hour  had  elapsed 
since  our  two  friends  had  gone  after  the  broncho. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Jim  Dart  began  to  think  that 
he  ought  to  go  and  see  what  had  happened  to  the  two. 

Their  absence  was  delaying  the  programme  they  had  ar¬ 
ranged. 

“Et,”  said  he  to  Wild’s  sweetheart,  “T  am  going  to  see 
where  they  are.  They  should  not  have  stayed  as  long  as 
this.  I’ll  just  take  a  ride  up  the  road  and  see  if  T  can’t  meet 
them  coming  back.  That  broncho  was  not  so  valuable  that 
he  should  be  making  ns  lose  all  this  time.” 

“No;  T  should  say  not."  was  the  answer.  “Go  and  hurry 
them  back,  by  nil  means.” 

So  .Tim  rode  off  in  the  direetion  of  their  land,  which  was 
the  way  Wild  and  Charlie  had  gone  after  the  broncho. 

He  had  not  ridden  very  far  when  in  the  open  spot  near 


the  office  of  the  Wild  West  Mining  and  Improvement  Com¬ 
pany  he  noticed  a  horse  grazing. 

Then  Jim  Dart  gave  a  start. 

And  no  wonder! 

The  horse  was  no  other  than  the  bucking  bronc  o  a 

had  made  Bub  Sprague  a  victim. 

Here  was  the  steed,  now  where  were  those  who  went  after 

it? 

That  was  the  question  Jim  asked  himself. 

He  knew  it  was  next  to  an  impossibility  for  the  animal  to 
get  back  there  without  any  one  riding  along  the  road  seeing  it. 

Acting  on  a  sudden  impulse  Jim  rode  over  to  the  stable 
back  of  the  office. 

Then  it  was  that  a  thrill  of  alarm  shot  through  him. 

Standing  in  the  stable  munching  hay  were  both  Wild's  and 
Charlie’s  horses! 

He  dismounted  quickly  and  ran  inside. 

The  horses  were  saddled  and  bridled,  and  neither  of  them 
were  tied. 

“Great  Scott!”  cried  the  boy.  “Something  has  happened, 
as  .sure  as  I  am  alive!  I  must  get  a  party  to  go  with  me  to 
look  for  them  at  once.” 

But  on  second  thought  he  concluded  not  to  go  back  and  do 
this,  for  it  might  be  that  Wild  and  Charlie  had  dismounted 
in  their  efforts  to  capture  the  broncho,  and  their  horses  had 
become  frightened  and  came  back  without  them. 

“I’ll  ride  up  the  road  a  ways  and  see.”  he  muttered.  “If 
I  go  back  there  and  give  it  out  that  something  has  happened 
it  will  surely  break  up  the  fun,  and  I  know  Wild  would  not 
have  that  done  if  he  knew  it.” 

Jim  rode  on  up  the  mountain,  going  at  a  slow  pace  and 
keeping  his  eyes  peeled. 

Somehow  he  felt  he  must  be  as  cautious  as  though  he  was 
on  the  trail  of  a  band  of  Indians. 

The  spot  where  the  broncho  had  been  lassoed  by  Cheyenne 
Charlie  happened  to  be  a  sandy  one.  and  when  Jim  came 
to  it  he  could  see  all  the  evidences  of  the  capture  at  a  single 
glance. 

He  promptly  brought  his  horse  to  a  halt  and  dismounted. 

While  he  was  looking  at  the  mixed-up  mess  of  hoof  prints 
his  eyes  suddenly  fell  upon  a  small  golden  tassel. 

“Ah!”  he  exclaimed,  under  his  breath.  “That  was  on  Wild's 
hat!  No  one  else  had  such  tassels  on  them.  Something  has 
happened,  for  here  is  evidence  of  there  being  a  struggle. 
Something  heavy  has  been  dragged  along  here.  I  must  in¬ 
vestigate  thoroughly.” 

He  led  his  horse  behind  a  clump  of  rocks,  following  the 

©  V 

trail  as  he  did  so. 

Then  tying  the  animal  to  a  tree,  he  continued  to  follow  the 
trail. 

Here  and  there  was  a  spot  of  sand,  and  in  each  of  these 
the  dragging  marks  could  be  seen. 

It  was  a  sort  of  crooked  path  that  ran  between  th*'  rocks, 
anyway,  so  there  was  little  difficulty  in  following  the  trail. 

Jim  Dart  was  now  confident  that  Wild  and  Charlie  had 
been  captured  and  dragged  off  in  that  direetion.  and  he  held 
his  revolver  ready  to  shoot  the  first  man  who  stepped  in  front 
of  him. 


on  ok  iuockcuvu  tor  a  nunoreo  yarns  or  more. 

Jim  had  been  in  that  vicinity  before,  and  his  face  turn# 
pale  as  he  realized  that  he  was  nearing  the  brink  of  a  chasr 
What  if  they  had  beeu  thrown  over  the  precipice! 

The  thought  was  maddening  to  him,  and  he  sfartod  fo 
ward  on  a  run. 

"If  anything  has  happened  to  them.  1  know  who  is  at  H 
bottom  of  it."  he  muttered.  “That  fellow  who  calls  himse 
idle  Jack  is  the  one.  If  Wild  and  Charlie  arc  dead  l  swoj 
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that  I  will  riddle  that  fiend  with  bullets  without  giving  him 
a  show  to  say  a  word  in  his  defense.” 

The  boy  kept  on  running,  and  the  next  minute  he  rounded 
a  sharp  angle  of  rock  and  saw  the  brink  of  the  chasm  not 
fifty  feet  ahead  of  him. 

But  that  was  not  all  he  saw. 

Tied  securely  to  a  stunted  oak  that  projected  over  the  chasm 
and  was  slowly  tearing  its  roots  from  the  ground,  were  two 
bound  and  gagged  forms. 

They  were  Young  Wild  West  and  Cheyenne  Charlie! 


CHAPTER  IX. 

CLOSE  TO  DEATH.  , 

'  ( 

“I  guess  we  had  better  gag  them,”  said  Blond  Jake,  as  he 
made  a  move  to  take  hold  of  Young  Wild  West,  and  drag 
him  further  away  from  the  road.  “They  might  get  to  yelling 
for  help,  and  then  we  would  get  into  trouble  if  any  one  hap¬ 
pened  to  be  passing.” 

“If  you  know  when  you  are  well  off  you  will  let  us  loose 
instantly,”  exclaimed  Wild,  looking  the  villain  straight  in  the 
eye.  “Just  as  sure  as  you  go  back  to  Weston,  whether  you 
kill  us  or  not,  you  will  die!  .  Your  only  chance  to  save  your¬ 
selves  is  to  set  us  free,  for  then  I  promise  that  you  will  not 
be  pursued.  ” 

Our  hero  said  this  in  such  a  cool  and  deliberate  wmy,  that 
both  the  villains  were  affected  by  the  words. 

But  only  for  a  moment. 

Then  their  braggadocio  nature  asserted  itself,  and  they 
broke  into  a  coarse  laugh  that  was  simultaneous. 

The  handkerchiefs  of  Wild  and  Charlie  were  pulled  from 
their  pockets  and  quickly  converted  into  gags  for  them,  in 
spite  of  anything  they  could  do. 

Helpless  and  unable  to  speak,  the  two  captives  were  dragged 
along  over  the  rough  ground. 

Wild  wondered  why  it  was  that  the  villains  did  not  kill 
them  outright. 

But  he  did  not  know  that  it  was  his  strong  personality  that 
kept  them  from  doing  it. 

“We  want  to  rig  it  so  they  will  die  a  little  slow,”  said 
Blond  Jake,  as  they  dragged  their  captives  along.  “Can’t  you 
think  of  a  way,  Arizona?” 

“Well,  you  spoke  about  a  precipice.  S’pose  we  rig  a  plan 
so  they  will  slip  over  it  gradually  like.  We  ought  to  tie  ’em 
to  a  log,  or  somethin’,  an’  then  rig  it  so’s  ther  least  move  they 
make  they’ll  go  rollin’  over  to  their  death.” 

“Jove!  But  you  are  a  wiser  one  than  I  thought  you  was. 
That  is  just  what  we’ll  do.  Come  on;  this  isn’t  any  easy  job, 
but  I  can't  blame  them  for  holding  back,  when  they  know  that 
they  are  going  to  their  death.  I  ain’t  going  to  risk  untying 
their  legs,  even,  so  they  can  walk.  We’ll  drag  them  the  rest 
of  the  way  to  the  precipice,  which  can’t  be  far  away  now.” 

The  villains  broke  into  a  trot,  and  our  friends  were  dragged 
over  the  ground  regardless  of  the  sharp  stones  and  rocks  they 
came  in  contact  with. 

they  rounded  the  bend  they  saw  the  yawning  chasm 
right  before  them.  * 

Something  like  a  shudder  ran  through  the  frame  of  Chey- 
wue-  Charlie,  but  Young  Wild  West  did  not  let  on  by  sign  or 
l,o\:  hat.  be  was  the  least  disturbed  at  what  was  taking  place. 

"There  U  a  tree  there  that  will  Just  answer  the  purpose,” 
"aid  Blond  Jake,  pointing  to  a  scraggy,  stunted  oak  that,  had 
b<-w)  blown  over  by  some  heavy  wind. 

jr  j ;i y  upon  the  ground  right  along  on  a  line  with  the  edge 


of  the  precipice,  and  was  only  held  fast  to  the  ground  by  half 
a  dozen  tendrils  from  the  main  root. 

“That’s  it!”  grunted  the  Arizona  Terror,  who  was  perspir¬ 
ing  freely  from  his  exertions.  “Let’s  tie  ’em  to  it,  an'  have 
done  with  it.” 

Wild  felt  that  if  he  began  to  struggle  now  the  scoundrels 
would  become  exasperated  and  push  them  over  the  precipice, 
and  Cheyenne  Charlie,  seeing  that  his  companion  remained 
perfectly  passive,  acted  in  the  same  manner. 

Then  as  quickly  as  they  could  handle  the  ropes  with  which 
they  had  provided  themselves,  Blond  Jake  and  the  Arizona 
Terror  bound  the  two  helpless  forms  to  the  tree. 

When  they  had  tied  the  knots  to  their  satisfaction  they 
paused  and  straightened  themselves  up  to  take  a  brief  rest 
from  their  exertions. 

But  only  a  few  seconds  did  they  wait. 

With  a  laugh,  Blond  Jake  said: 

“Now,  then,  around  with  the  tree!” 

Under  the  united  efforts  of  the  two  the  tree  was  pushed 
around  till  it  hung  over  the  chasm. 

Then  it  was  that  our  two  friends  gave  themselves  up  for, 
lost,  for  they  could  hear  the  roots  cracking  as  they  gave  way 
under  the  strain. 

“Good-by,  Young  Wild  West!”  called  out  Blond  Jake,  as 
the  roots  of  the  tree  gave  another  ominous  crack.  “I  am  glad' 
that  I  am  one  to  see  you  gliding  slowly  out  of  the  world.  May¬ 
be  things  fvill  be.  run  on  a  more  liberal  scale  in  Weston  now.; 
Give  my  regards  to  Beelzebub  when  you  meet  him.” 

He  turned  and  almost  ran  from  the  spot,  showing  that  he 
was  but  a  coward,  after  all,  and  without  a  word  his  companion 
followed  him. 

The  two  vile  men  never  stopped  till  they  reached  the  spot 
where  their  horses  were  tied,  and  then  they  mounted  and 
rode  swiftly  back  to  WTeston. 

As  they  reached  the  outskirts  of  the  hustling  mining  town 
they  dismounted  and  led  their  steeds  through  the  bushes  to 
the  stable  of  the  Ram’s  Horn  Hotel  without  meeting  a  soul. 

Everybody  in  town  was  listening  to  one  of  Bub  Sprague’s 
songs  just  then. 

A  few'  minutes  later  the  villains  were  in  the  crowd,  and 
no  one  knew  but  they  bad  been  there  the  whole  time. 

Blit  let  us  return  to  Jim  Dart. 

The  boy  was  horrified  when  he  saw  the  horrible  position  in 
which  Young  Wild  West  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  were  placed. 

But  he  did  not  lose  his  presence  of  mind,  for  all  that. 

A  quick  glance  showed  him  that  only  two  roots  were  hold¬ 
ing  the  tree  now. 

It  was  gradually  bending  over,  and  the  dirt  was  beginning 
to  crumble. 

Fortunately  Jim  bad  provided  himself  with  a  lariat  when 
he  was  at  the  stable,  and  as  quick  as  a  flash  he  reached  for¬ 
ward  and  made  a  hitch  around  the  fallen  tree. 

And  just  then  the  roots  gave  way. 

Jim  felt  himself  being  dragged  to  the  edge  of  the  preci¬ 
pice  with  it,  and  a  wait  of  despair  left  his  lips. 

But  with  a  mighty  effort  he  threw  the  coil  he  had  in  his 
hands  about  a  small  tree  that  was  about  six  feet  from  the: 
edge  of  the  chasm,  and  then  made  another  quick  turn  around 
it.  '  * 

The  uprooted  tree  had  now  gone  over  the  edge  and  was, 
hanging  down  with  the  two  helpless  forms  bound  to  it  fully 
ten  feet  below. 

The  little  tree  that  had  stayed  its  progress  groaned  and 
swayed  under  the  strain,  but  was  equal  to  the  occasion. 

But  Jim  Dart  had  a  herculean  task  before  him  now. 

Hi*  had  to  haul  the  weight  of  the  tree  and  his  two  friends 
up  and  over  the  brink. 

He  began  the  work  at  once. 
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I  le  now  ha  (1  the  rope  so  lie  could  hold  the  slack,  and  every 
fool  he  gained  he  held. 

After  what  seemed  an  hour  to  him  he  had  the  root  of  the 
tree  above  the  edge  of  the  precipice. 

Then  it  went  easier. 

I'p  to  this  time  Jim  had  not  said  a  word  to  let  his  friends 
know  that  he  was  there. 

He  had  not  thought  of  it. 

Now  he  called  to  them. 

“Wild!  Charlie!  I  am  going  to  save  you!” 

A  muffled  cry  was  the  answer,  so  he  knew  that  at  least  one 
of  them  was  alive. 

Two  minutes  later  ,Tim  had  landed  the  tree  safely  on  the 
ledge. 

Then  he  fell  back  completely  exhausted. 

But  only  for  a  minute  did  he  remain  thus. 

Then  he  crept  forward  and  took  the  gags  from  the  mouths 
of  the  two  who  had  so  narrowly  escaped  from  death. 

Wild  gave  a  gasp,  and  then  said  in  a  hoarse  whisper: 
“Thank  you,  Jim!” 

Charlie  was  unable  to  speak  until  after  he  had  been  re¬ 
leased  from  his  bonds. 

Then  he  took  Jim  by  the  hand  and  whispered,  fervently: 
“Heaven  bless  you!  I  will  never  forget  you,  Jim!” 
“Come!"  exclaimed  Jim.  “We  must  get  back  to  carry  on 
the  programme,  or  our  Big  Day  in  Weston  will  be  spoiled.” 
“That  is  so.”  said  Wild,  and  then  he  was  himself  again. 
The  two  had  been  lying  there  bound  to  that  tree*  for  a  long 
time,  and  men  with  less  nerve  than  they  possessed  would 
have  gone  stark  mad  under  the  awful  strain. 

Jim  insisted  that  they  both  get  on  his  horse  and  ride,  while 
he  walked  at  their  side. 

This'  would  give  them  a  chance  to  recover  themselves. 

At  first  our  hero  objected  to  this,  but  he  gave  in,  so  they 
started  for  home  that  way. 

When  they  got  to  their  office  they  turned  in  and  Wild  and 
Charlie  dismounted. 

“You  go  over  and  get  Dove-Eye  Dave  and  another  good 
man  to  get  right  close  to  the  two  scoundrels,  if  they  are 
til  re.”  said  Wild.  “I  want  to  give  them  a  surprise.  Charlie 
and  I  will  ride  over  on  our  horses,  ready  for  the  quadrille. 
You  might  get  Bub  Sprague  to  announce  that  the  quadrille 
will  be  the  next  thing  to  take  place.  Have  him  mention  the 
names  of  all  who  are  going  to  participate  in  it.  too.” 

“All  right.”  answered  Jim,  and  away  he  went. 

Wild  and  Charlie  brushed  t.heif*  Clothing  off,  and  lixed  them¬ 
selves  up  as  best  they  could,  and  then  went  to  the  stable  and 
got  their  horses. 

Mounting,  they  rode  slowly  over  to  the  center  of  the  town 
where  the  crowd  was  still  gathered. 

■The  band  was  playing  a  lively  air.  and  their  spirits  arcse 
to  their  normal  state  as  they  listened  to  the  stirring  music. 

They  rode  up  to  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd  without  being 
noticed. 

Meanwhile  Jim  Dart  had  done  his  work  well  and  in  quick 
time. 

He  had  acquainted  Arietta  and  the  rest  that  Wild  and 
Charlie  were  safe  and  sound  as  soon  as  he  had  told  Dove- 
*  Eye  Dave  to  get  some  one  to  go  with  him  to  watch  the  two 
villains,  so  they  could  uot  get  away. 

Then  he  told  Bub  Sprague  what  he  wanted  him  to  do  when 
he  gave  the  signal. 

Jim  had  just  caught  a  glimpse  of  Blond.  Jake  and  the  Ari¬ 
zona  Terror  in  the  front  ranks  of  the  crowd,  with  Dove-Eye 
Have  and  Hex  Moore  standing  close  on  either  side  of  them. 
Then  he  looked  over  and  saw  Wild  and  Charlie  riding  up. 
lie  gave  the  signal  to  Bub,  who  promptly  stepped  out  and 
said, 


“Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  am  authorized  to  say  that  the 
next  thing  on  the  ‘Big  Day's*  programme  will  be  a  quadrille 
on  horseback.  The  dancers  will  positively  oonsist  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Jack  Robedee  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lively  Rick,  the  two 
couples  who  were  wed  here  this  afternoon,  as  heads,  and  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Cheyenne' Charlie  and  Young  Wild  We^t  and  Miss 
Arietta  Murdock,  as  sides.  The  band  will  please  strike  up 
an  appropriate  air  for  the  dance,  as  they  are  now  ready. 

Blond  Jake  grinned  at  his  companion  when  he  heard  this. 

He  thought  Sprague  was  merely  making  the  announcement 
as  it  appeared  on  the  programme  that  had  been  written  out. 

But  what  was  his  surprise  when  a  minute  Ihter  the  exact 
couples  that  had  been  announced  rode  gracefully  into  the 
arena  and  bow*ed  right  and  left. 

The  two  scoundrels  could  scarcely  believe  their  senses. 

But  there  was  no  mistaking  what  they  saw. 

With  one  accord  the  two  men  turned  to  leave  the  crowd, 
realizing  that  they  were  not  safe  there. 

But  each  of  them  found  a  revolver  right  under  his  nose. 

“If  you  fellers  make  another  move,  you  will  die!”  exclaimed 
Dove-Eye  Dave. 

For  a  moment  Blond  Jake  felt  like  dropping  to  the  ground, 
and  then  he  grew  suddenly  desperate. 

With  a  lightning-like  move  he  dropped  to  the  ground  and 
succeeded  in  upsetting  Rex  Moore. 

Then  he  started  to  run  for  his  life. 


CHAPTER  X. 

CONCLUSION. 

Blond  Jake  was  desperate,  but  he  was  entirely  without 
judgment  when  he  started  on  the  run  for  his  life. 

He  probably  never  thought  of  which  way  he  was  running, 
and  the  first  thing  he  knew  he  was  right  in  the  arena  where 
the  quadrille  riders  were  ready  to  begin  their  performance. 

He  paused  for  an  instant,  and  then  realizing  that  he  had 
made  a  mistake,  drew  liis  revolver  and  began  firing  at  Young 
Wild  West. 

But  the  villain’s  aim  was  bad,  and  the  bullets  flew  wide 
of  their  mark. 

He  only  fired  twice,  however,  for  then  Young  Wild  West’s 
revolver  cracked,  and  his  right  hand  dropped,  the  pistol  fall¬ 
ing  to  the  ground. 

It  was  a  wonderful  shot,  since  the  distance  was  fully  sev¬ 
enty  feet,  and  the  crowd  cheered,  just  as  though  it  was  part 
of  the  performance. 

Those  who  had  failed  to  see  the  man  shoot  at  Wild  had 
heard  about  it  by  this  time,  and  they  wanted  to  see  him  get 
his  just  deserts. 

Of  course  they  did  not  know  what  the  whole  thing  had 
started  from,  but  they  had  seen  enough. 

Blond  Jake  had  been  shot  in  the  wrist,  and  with  a  look  on 
his  face  like  that  of  a  stag  at  bay.  lie  stooped  and  picked  up 
the  weapon  with  his  left  hand. 

“Drop  that!” 

The  command  came  from  Young  Wild  West. 

But  the  man  who  had  cut  off  his  whiskers  and  dyed  his 
hair  in  Order  to  get  into  Weston  so  he  could  get  a  chance  to 
kill  the  brave  young  leader  of  the  town,  paid  no  attention 
to  the  command. 

lie  raised  the  revolver  and  rushed  toward  Wild,  so  he 
could  get  a  closer  shot  at  him  this  time. 

Crack! 

Again  Young  Wild  West’s  revolver  spoke,  aud  down  went 
the  weapou  to  the  ground  for  the  second  time. 
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liU'tiil  Jake  had  now  a  bullet  in  each  of  his  wrists. 

Lli^  last  shot  took  all  the  tight  out  of  him.  and  dropping 
to  the  ground  he  wept  like  a  child. 

hut  it  v as  with  no  reeling  ot  remorse  that  he  wept;  it  was 
f iy  m  sheer  rage  and  disappointment. 

Dove-Eye  Dave  now  stepped  out  and  took  charge  of  him,  as 
.it  ami  hex  Mooie  hail  securely  bound  the  Arizona  Terror. 

"  ild  now  rode  to  the  center  of  the  arena,  and  holding  up 
his  hand  for  silence,  said: 

Ladies  and  gentlemen.  I  suppose  you  do  not  understand 
the  cause  of  the  performance  that  just  took  place,  but  I  will 
tell  you  in  a  few  words. 

One  da>  last  week  as  Mr.  Burton,  the  minister,  was  rid¬ 
ing  back  from  Spondulicks  he  was  held  up  by  a  man,  who 
>aid  his  name  was  Blond  .Take,  and  robbed  of  his  money* 
ring,  and  natch  and  chain.  I  came  along  while  he  was 
making  sarcastic  remarks  to  the  dominie,  and  then  he  very 
politely  asked  me  who  I  was.  1  told  him,  and  then  he 
smiled  and  ordered  me  to  fork  over  what  I  had  about  me! 

\\  ell,  I  didn  t  do  that.  I  simply  got  my  revolver  on  a 
line  n  ith  his  heart  before  he  could  get  his  pointing  at  any¬ 
thing  higher  than  the  ground.  I  made  him  hand  the  dominie’s 
effects  back,  and  then  gave  him  a  bit  of  good  advice,  which 
I  supposed  he  was  going  to  accept,  but  it  appears  that  he 
did  not. 

•  ''i  ' '  •  * 

"I  told  him  to  make  himself  scarce,  and  that  if  I  ever 
saw  him  again  I  would  shoot  him  dead.  Ladies  and  gentle¬ 
men,  this  man,  who  called  himself  Blond  Jake,  did  not  heed 
what  I  told  him,  but  he  went  somewhere  and  cut  off  his 
heard  and  dyed  his  hair,  and  then  came  back  to  Weston  and 
put  up  at  the  Ham’s  Horn,  where  he  went  by  the  name  of 
Idle  .Tack.  He  came  back  here  for  the  express  purpose  of 
killing  me,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  this  very  afternoon  he 
came  very  near  doing  it.” 

M  ild  then  went  on  and  told  them  what  had  happened  when 
he  and  Charlie  went  after  the  broncho. 

Tim  was  called  up,  and  he  told  his  part  of  the  story. 

Then  the  minister,  who  was  still  present,  arose  and  said; 
“What  Young  Wild  West  has  just  told  you  about  me  be¬ 
ing  held  up  by  that  man  is  true,  but  1  do  wish  you  men 
would  be  a  little  lenient  with  the  misguided  fellow.  ” 

“We’ll  be  lenient,  all  right,”  answered  Dove-Eye  Dave,  and 
then  he  chuckled  as  though  he  had  said  something  that  was 
funny. 

“Not  here,  boys.”  said  Wild,  as  he  noticed  several  of  the 
miutrs  who  always  took  prominent  parts  in  the  lync-hiugs 
gi  tting  their  heads  together. 

“All  right.  Wild!”  called  out  the  chief  factor  among  them. 
“We'll  go  over  to  ther  tree  in  front  of  the  Ham’s  Horn.  Come, 
boys!  Ther  jury  has  brought  in  a  verdict  of  guilty.” 

Wounded  in  both  wrists  as  he  was.  Blond  Jake  was  hustled 
from  the  spot*  along  with  the  villain  -who  claimed  to  hail 
from  Arizona. 

Some  of  the  more  vengeful  ones  in  the  crowd  followed  the 
procession. 

Young  Wild  West  now  doffed  his  hat  and  told  the  audience 
that  the  quadrille  would  proceed. 

The  band  struck  up.  and  while  Jim  Dart  called  off  the  fig¬ 
ure?  the  couple  went  through  the  dance. 

When  the  dance  was  over  the  Reverend  Thomas  Burton 
m.el-  a  short  address,  talking  a  whole  lot  about  religion  and 
a  little  about  the  “Big  Day”  they  were  having. 

Bat  no  one  interrupted  him.  and  when  he  had  finished 
y0,  Wild  West  was  called  on  to  say  something. 

He  r-  - pond.-d,  and  talked  to  them  in  a  way  that  completely 

won  their  hearts. 

In  concluding,  he  said: 

now.  let  us  all  bear  in  mind  one  thing,  which  is  that 


if  we  want  our  town  to  improve  and  grow  we  must  run  it 
right.  We  do  not  want  to  encourage  vice  here.  We  want  to 
put  it.  down.  Some  may  laugh  at  this  idea,  but  it  is  right, 
just  the  same.  Of  course,  we  all  know  that  a  town  of  this 
sort  can’t  be  run  on  a  temperance  scale;  neither  can  gam¬ 
bling  be  stopped.  But  these  things  can  be  modified  some,  and 
that  is  what  has  made  us  what  we  are— just  because  we  have 
been  running  on  a  modified  scale,  as  far  as  drinking  and 
gambling  are  concerned.  When  a  bad  man  comes  here  it  is 
our  duty  to  teach  him  to  be  good,  like  we  all  are.  (Laugh¬ 
ing  and  cheering  at  this.)  But  laying  all  jokes  aside,  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  let  us  try  and  keep  up  the  reputation  we 
have  made  for  our  town,  and  in  a  short  time  I  promise  you 
that  we  will  have  a  railroad  running  in  here  from  Spondu¬ 
licks.  ” 

The  cheer  that  went  up  was  deafening  now,  and  it  was 
safe  to  say  that  there  were  many  who  had  been  opposed  to 
the  views  of  Young  Wild  West  that  had  come  over  to  him 
now. 

Young  Wild  West’s  “Big  Day”  was  not  over  yet. 

It  still  lacked  a  couple  of  hours  before  the  sim  would  set, 
and  there  was  plenty  on  the  programme  to  keep  the  crowd  in¬ 
terested. 

Bub  Sprague  had  thought  of  a  couple  of  more  songs,  and 
there  were  a  number  of  people  who  wanted  to  dance. 

“Let  them  have  all  the  dancing  they  want,”  said  our  hero. 
“It  isn’t  often  that  they  get  a  chance  like  this.” 

So  he  told  them  to  get  right  in  and  enjoy  themselves. 

“Let’s  go  and  see  what  they  have  done  with  Blond  Jake 
an’  ther  Arizona  Terror,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“Wait  a  minute,”  said  Wild.  “The  newly  wedded  couples 
are  going  to  leave.”  .  . 

This  was  indeed  the  case. 

Jack  Robedee  was  the  most  embarrassed  of  the  four,  and 
he  had  been  urging  them  to  leave  for  some  time. 

But  Lively  Rick  did  not  want  to  do  this. 

“It  won’t  be  manners,”  he  said. 

It  was  not  until  Arietta  told  them  that  it  would  be  in  order 
to  go  when  they  liked  that  they  concluded  to  do  so. 

“I  guess  we  will  go.  too,”  Arietta  said  to  Wild.  “Some  of 
the  miners  have  been  drinking  too  much,  and  they  are  getting 
rather  boisterous.  ” 

“All  right,  little  one.  Do  you  want  me  to  accompany  you?” 

“Not  unless  you  like.  I  promised  Martha  a  patchwork 
quilt  for  a  wedding  gift,  and  as  it  is  at  the  house,  I  will 
go  over  with  them  and  stay  there.  You  cau  come  over  to¬ 
night,  if  you  like.” 

“All  right.  You  know  I  will  come,  whether  you  say  so 
or  not.” 

“I  suppose  you  want  to  see  those  two  bad  men  hanged.” 

“No,  I  don’t.  I  don’t  care  to  look  at  such  things.  But  we 
are  going  to  take  a  walk  over  to  the  Ram’s  Horn  for  a  few 
minutes  and  see  how  they  made  out.  Then  we  are  coming 
back  here  and  close  our  ‘Big  Day’  by  letting  the  band  play 
the  ‘Red,  White  and  Blue.’  ” 

Wild,  Jim  and  Charlie  now  walked  over  toward  the  Ram’a 
Horn. 

As  they  had  heard  nothing  to  indicate  that  the  hanging  had 
taken  place  yet,  they  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  had  not. 

They  became  curious  to  know  why,  since  Dove-Eye  Dave 
had  stated  that  a  judge  and  jury  had  found  the  villains  guilty. 

When  they  got  a  little  nearer  they  saw  Blond  Jake  and  the 
Arizona  Terror  standing  with  nooses  about  their  necks,  all 
ready  for  the  hanging. 

There  was  a  big  crowd  about  them,  aud  they  seemed  to  be 
listening  to  some  one  who  was  talking  in  a  very  earnest  man¬ 
ner. 


18 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST’S  BIG  DAT 


Our  three  friends  pushed  forward  and  saw  a  stranger  stand¬ 
ing  ou  a  barrel  in  front  of  the  hotel. 

"Boys,”  he  was  saying,  “I  have  told  yer  three  or  four  times 
that  I  am  ther  sheriff  of  Sterling  County,  an’  that  I  have 
warrants  for  these  two  fellers  you  are  goin’  to  hang.  They 
are  my  meat!  I  want  to  take  ’em  back  to  ther  jail  an’  git 
the  reward.” 

"Yes,  stranger,  you  have  told  us  that  three  or  four  times,” 
Dove- Eye  Dave,  who  was  one  of  the  crowd,  auswered.  “You 
kin  keep  right  on  tellin’  It,  too.  I  believe  you  are  a  liar!” 

"You — what!”  roared  the  alleged  sheriff,  jumping  down  from 
the  barrel. 

“I  believe  you  are  a  liar,”  repeated  the  nervy  old  man.  “You 
jest  come  here  a  little  while  ago.  I  seen  you  in  the  crowd 
over  in  ther  square.  You  was  there  when  we  collared  ther 
two  sneakin’  coyotes.  Why  didn’t  you  say  you  was  after 
’em  then?  Some  one  has  got  you  to  say  this,  so’s  ther  two 
victims  kin  be  saved,  an’  I  know  putty  near  who’s  put  up  ther 
job,  too.” 

Both  men  had  their  hands  on  the  butts  of  their  revolvers, 
but  neither  one  attempted  to  shoot.  ' 

The  one  was  waiting  for  the  other. 

At  this  juncture  Young  Wild  West  stepped  up. 

"What  is  all  this  about,  anyway?”  he  demanded.  “Stranger, 
did  I  understand  you  to  say  that  you  wrere  a  sheriff?” 

“That’s  what  I  said,”  was  the  reply. 

“You  said  so,  but  are  you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Prove  it  to  us.” 

“Can’t  you  take  my  word  for  it?” 

“No.” 

“Well,  then,  I  can’t  prove  it.  I  lost  my  badge  and  papers 
in  a  scrimmage  last  night  over  in  Spondulicks.  But  I  am  ther 
sheriff  of  Sterling  County,  I  tell  you.” 

“And  you  were  hunting  for  these  two  men?” 

“Yes;  I  followed  them  over  here.” 

“He  lies!”  interrupted  Dove-Eye  Dave.  “Bowery  Bill’s  ther 
man  what  put  him  up  to  this.  He  never  seen  either  one  of 
ther  sneakin’  coyotes  afore.” 

"What’s  that  you  say?”  demanded  the  proprietor  of  the 
Ram’s  Horn,  stepping  forward. 

“Didn’t  you  hear  me?”  retorted  the  now  thoroughly  aroused 
old  man. 

“Yes,  I  heard  you.  You  said  I  put  this  man  up  to  say  he  was 
the  sheriff  an’  save  Blond  Jake  an’  ther  Arizona  Terror  from 
bein’  hung.  Kin  yer  prove  that?” 

"I  can’t  prove  it;  but  I  believe  it,  jest  ther  same.” 

“See  here,”  spoke  up  Young  Wild  West,  “if  I  were  you  two 
I  would  go  on  in  the  barroom  and  say  no  more.” 

He  looked  meaningly  at  the  man  who  called  himself  a 
sheriff  as  he  spoke. 

At  this  Bowery  Bill  took  the  man  by  the  arm. 

"Come  on!  ”  he  exclaimed,  “what  Young  Wild  West  says  has 
got  to  go  in  this  town.  You’ve  got  to  give  in.” 

"  Look  out  that  you  do  not  have  to  go  before  long,  Mr.  Bow¬ 
ery  Bill!  ”  Young  Wild  West  said  warningly.  “I  have  not  said 

it  yet,  but  I  will  guarantee  that  if  I  do  say  it,  you  will  go.” 

Excuse  me,  Mr.  West.  1  didn’t  mean  anything  by  wThat  I 
said.  I  am  one  of  ther  best  friends  you  have  got  in  town.  I 
will  stick  by  everything  you  say,  and  you  kin  bet  on  it.  I  was 
tliinkin  that  this  man  might  be  what  he  told  me  he  was,  an’ 
I  thought  he  oughter  have  a  little  show.” 

Well,  to  teJ  1  the  truth,  1  think  he  has  all  the  show  he 

should  have.  If  ho  is  an  officer  of  the  law,  let  him  show  his 

pnpeis.  If  he  has  lost  them  it  is  too  bad;  but  you  have  been 
hole  long  enough  to  know  how  things  run.  There  are  enough 
men  in  that  crowd  to  do  as  they  please  here,  and  you  know 
that  it  will  take  nothing  short  of  a  regiment  of  cavalry  to 
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prevent  them  from  hanging  the  two  scoundrels  they  have 
there.  I  don’t  believe  in  such  work  myself,  but  what  is  the 
use  of  my  saying  anything?  Blond  Jake  and  the  Arizona  Ter¬ 
ror  are  not  fit  to  live  any  longer,  and  you  know  it  as  well  as  I 
do.  Now,  then,  I  hope  you  are  going  to  take  my  advice,  which 
is  to  get  inside.” 

“Oh,  yes!”  and  the  landlord  of  the  Rafri’s  Horn  darted  into 
the  doorway,  followed  by  the  alleged  sheriff,  who  seemed  to 
realize  that  he  had  struck  a  pretty  severe  crowd. 

Wild  knew  in  his  own  heart  that  it  was  Bowery  Bill  who  had 
put  up  the  job  to  try  and  save  the  lives  of  the  two  villains, 
but,  like  Dove-Eye  Dave,  he  could  not  prove  it. 

Therefore,  the  only  thing  for  him  to  do  was  to  keep  his 
temper  and  simply  give  the  hotel-keeper  a  little  advice. 

•  If  the  advice  he  gave  was  wasted  that  was  not  his  fault, 
but  the  one  he  gave  it  to. 

Dove-Eye  Dave  considered  that  he  had  wen  a  victory,  and 
taking  off  his  hat  and  waving  it  in  the  air,  he  exclaimed: 

“Boys,  this  is  Young  Wild  West’s  ‘Big  Day’!  Let  ther 
measly  coyotes  what  tried  so  hard  to  put  him  off  ther  earth 
take  their  medicine!  Jest  taughten  on  them  ropes  kinder 
sudden-like,  now!” 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  the  old  man’s  mouth  when 
up  went  the  two  men! 

Though  they  'were  taken  off  rather  quickly,  they  deserved 
what  they  got. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  two  partners  walked  back  to 
where  the  celebration  was  still  in  progress. 

When  they  got  there  they  found  that  a  dance  had  just  come 
to  an  end,  and  Bub  Sprague  just  starting  a  song. 

Some  one  had  induced  him  to  take  a  few  drinks  from  a 
black  bottle,  and  he  was  getting  real  reckless. 

He  sang  louder  and  danced  about  with  a  great  degree  of 
recklessness. 

As  he  had  furnished  the  most  of  the  fun  for  the  day,  Wild 
thought  he  might  as  well  make  him  wind  up  the  celebration 
of  the  double  wedding  at  Weston. 

So  he  walked  around  until  he  found  Ike,  the  darky,  and 
Wing  Wall,  the  Chinese  cook. 

'  “I  have  got  something  for  you  two  fellows  to  do,”  he  told 
them.  “When  I  give  the  word  I  want  you  to  come  over  and 
carry  Bub  Sprague  home.  Do  you  understand  me?” 

They  said  they  did,  so  our  hero  told  them  to  stand  close  by 
and  wait  till  he  gave  the  signal. 

The  sun  was  getting  pretty  low  when  Young  Wild  West  con¬ 
cluded  that  the  “Big  Day”  was  over. 

Bub  had  taken  another  drink  from  a  drunken  miner's  bot¬ 
tle,  and  was  about  ready  to  drop  over  and  fall  asleep. 

He  gave  the  word  to  the  darky  and  Chinaman,  and  they 
came  running  over. 

They  had  been  instructed  what  to  do,  and  they  grabbed  Bub 
before  he  knew  what  was  up. 

Then  wrhile  the  band  played  the  familiar  strains  of  the 
“Red,  White  and  Blue,”  the  celebration  broke  up. 

Bub  was  carried  off  in  a  helpless  condition,  while  a  lot  of 
the  miners,  who  were  rapidly  getting  in  a  condition  similar 
to  his,  followed. 

“We  could  not  make  a  temperance  town  of  this  if  we  tried 
ever  so  much,”  said  Wild  to  his  friends,  a  little  later.  "But 
we  can  hold  it  down  in  pretty  decent  shape,  though.  This 
double  wedding  has  been  a  great  success,  and  I  am  satisfied 
the  way  it  turned  out.  Now,  we  have  got  to  look  for  some¬ 
thing  new  to  do  to  keep  us  stirring.  We  must  not  go  stale.” 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  " YOUNG  WILD  WESTS 
GREAT  SCHEME;  OR,  THE  BUILDING  OP  A  RAILROAD." 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


bees  s wanned  so  thick  on  an  oak  tree,  six  inches  in 
diameter,  on  the  J.  L.  Eatery  ranch  at  East  Highlands, 
(  ah,  recently  that  the  tree  was  uprooted  with  the  weight 
of  the  insects  and  toppled  over. 


C.  E.  Brown,  a  farmer  of  Ford  Rock,  Lake  County, 
Oie.,  was  bitten  by  a  mule  and  reached  Portland  recently 
for  treatment.  The  animal  was  bitten  by  a  mad  coyote. 
J  he  mule  died  a  few  hours  after  it  had  attacked  its  owner. 


The  American  steamer  Minnesota,  aground  at  the  en¬ 
trance  to  the  Inland  Sea  of  Japan  since  April  14,  was 
floated  recently  by  the  use  of  dynamite,  which  shattered 
the  rock  that  held  her.  The  explosion  killed  one  of  the 
workmen.  The  Minnesota  will  be  put  into  dry  dock  at 
Nagasaki  and  repaired. 


A  tunnel  connecting  the  Treasury  Department  with  the 
Bureau  of  Engraving  and  Printing  is  planned,  in  which 
will  run  small  cars  to  carry  paper  currency  and  other  se¬ 
curities  between  the  two  buildings.  At  present  all  money 
from  the  Bureau  to  the  Treasury  is  carried  in  an  electric- 
padded  van,  guarded  by  half  a  dozen  policemen. 

Dr.  Frederick  A.  Cook,  the  explorer,  announced  recently 
that  he  would  attempt  to  climb  Mount  Everest  in  the 
Himalayas,  the  highest  mountain  in  the  world,  this  sum¬ 
mer.  He  will  sail  from  San  Francisco  with  a  party  of 
twelve  persons  on  May  27,  he  stated,  and  expects  to  reach 
Nepal,  in  northern  India,  in  July.  The  expedition,  he 
said,  would  require  seven  months. 


Albert  Bowdy  seventeen  years  old,  being  held  in  the 
Cohoes,  N.  Y.,  jail  awaiting  the  arrival  of  an  attendant 
from  the  State  Industrial  School,  to  which  place  he  had 
been  committed  following  several  thefts,  escaped  some  time 
the  other  night  by  digging  a  hole  through  the  brick  wall 
and  letting  himself  down  to  the  ground  below,  a  distance 
of  fifty  feet,  using  a  rope  made  of  bedclothes.  He  has  not 
been  captured. 


What  is  believed  to  be  the  highest  price  ever  paid  for 
one  drink  of  whisky  was  paid  at  Rushville,  Ind.,  by  August 
Ebbing  to  his  wife.  The  drink  cost  him  $15,  according 
to  the  testimony  he  offered  in  his  divorce  suit.  Ebbing 
<^aid  he  usually  bought  three  or  four  quarts  of  whisky  at 
onp  time,  but  that  as  soon  as  be 'entered  the  house  his  wife 
took  charge  of  his  supply  and  became  his  official  bar¬ 
keeper.  Most  of  hi=  drinks  cost  $5,  he  said,  but  $10  or 
$15  for  a  drink  lie  often,  paid  without  protest. 


In  Madagascar  a  kind  of  writing-paper  used  by  some 
of  the  native  notables  and  the  fetish  priests  is  made  from 
tho  bark  of  a  shrub  named  haliova.  The  bark  fiber  is 
!,0j ]f.(]  and  macerated  until  a  thin  paste  is  obtained.  Then 
a  leaf  of  the  plant  called  ravinla,  or  traveler’s  tea.  is 
coated  with  pulp  formed  from  a  particular  kind  of  nee, 


and  over  this  is  spread  the  lmliova  paste  on  both  sides  of 
the  leaf.  After  the  coating  has  thoroughly  dried  and  ad¬ 
hered,  it  is  polished  with  a  smooth  shell,  and  the  paper  is 
ready  for  use.  The  manufacture  of  the  ink  employed,  like 
that  of  the  paper  itself,  is  a  monopoly  of  the  notables  and 
priests  who  use  it.  This  paper  may  be  bought  by  Euro¬ 
pean  travelers  at  less  than  a  penny  a  sheet,  but  only  a 
few  hundred  sheets  are  produced  in  a  month. 


Patrolman  John  Howard  found  a  tub  of  butter  weigh¬ 
ing  about  fifty  pounds  at  One  Hundred  and  Twelfth  street 
and  Park  avenue,  New  York,  the  other  morning  and  had 
it  carted  to  the  East  One  Hundred  and  Fourth  Street  Po¬ 
lice  Station.  Under  police  rules  the  butter,  being  perish¬ 
able’,  was  auctioned  off  at  8  o'clock  and  bought  in  by 
“Chuck”  Conners,  the  doorman,  for  5  cents  a  pound. 
Conners,  formerly  in  the  butter  business,  concluded  he 
had  the  very  highest  grade  of  creamery  and  agreed  to  re¬ 
tail  it  to  the  incoming  platoon  at  20  cents  a  pound.  The 
sides  of  the  tub  were  knocked  off  and  it  was  discovered 
that  it  was  the  very  best  grade  of  butter  for  about  an  inch 
on  top.  The  remainder  was  sand.  Meantime  Capt.  Brady 
had  gone  away  with  Conners’  $2.50  and  had  not  returned 
with  it  at  night. 


The  bill  for  the  purchase  of  Cahokia  Mound  as  a  State 
park,  presented  to  the  Illinois  Legislature  earlier  in  the 
session  by  Representative  Norman  G.  Flagg,  is  expected 
to  come  up  for  passage  shortly.  The  measure  provides  for 
acquiring  200  acres  on  which  are  located  Cahokia  Mound, 
claimed  to  be  the  largest  artificial  structure  in  the  world, 
and  twenty-two  smaller  mounds.  Some  of  the  smaller, 
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like  the  big  mound,  have  never  beeu  disturbed  by  either 
archeologist  or  farmer.  Cahokia  Mound,  commonly  called 
Monk’s  Mound,  covers  more  than  sixteen  acres  of  ground 
at  its  base.  The  south  and  west  sides  are  terraced  and  the 
top,  which  is  flat,  presents  about  one  and  one-half  acres 
of  surface.  The  mound  is  almost  in  the  same  state  of 
preservation  as  when  the  whites  first  came  upon  it,  hav¬ 
ing  been  almost  religiously  guarded  by  its  present  and 
former  owners. 


Several  American  battleships  and  submarines  are  now 
equipped  with  wireless  apparatus.  This  sends  messages 
more  than  thirty  miles  under  water,  and  the  inventor  ex¬ 
pects  that  with  experience  it  will  he  possible  so  to  im¬ 
prove  the  apparatus  as  to  make  it  send  and  receive  for 
several  hundreds  of  miles.  The  apparatus  starts  a  metal 
plate  vibrating  so  rapidly  that  it  sends  waves  of  sound 
through  the  water.  Sound  travels  through  water  four 
times  as  rapidly  as  through  air.  In  an  article  in  the 
American  Magazine,  Cleveland  Moffett  quotes  Prof.  Fes¬ 
senden  as  saying:  “You  see  the  importance  of  these  os¬ 
cillators  in  naval  warfare,  for  a  battleship  equipped  with 
such  instruments  can  talk  to  its  own  submarines  while 
they  are  miles  away  and  submerged  and  can  actually  direct 
their  movements  against  an  enemy’s  vessels,” 
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left  in  the  land  of  fire 


By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XVIII  (continued) 

They  lifted  him  up  bodily,  exhibiting  the  most  remark¬ 
able  strength.  Down  over  the  rocks  they  went  like  so 
many  goats. 

“Fire,  Tom!  Fire!  Shoot  ’em!  Never  mind  me!” 
yelled  poor  George. 

Tom  blazed  away,  wounded  at  least  two  of  the  dwarfs 
before  they  all  suddenly  vanished  around  a  turn  in  the 
rocks. 

“Xo  use,  Tom!  No  use,  boy!”  George’s  voice  was  heard 
calling.  “Fly  and  save  yourself  while  there  is  time.” 

Tom,  however,  was  not  that  sort. 

In  spite  of  the  danger  to  himself  he  started  to  get  down 
through  the  hole  when  suddenly  the  stone  came  down  of 
its  own  accord,  and  the  hole  was  closed.  The  boy  had 
just  time  enough  to  catch  sight  of  two  rawhide  ropes  at¬ 
tached  in  some  mysterious  way  to  this  strange  trap  by 
means  of  which  the  dwarfs  hidden  among  the  stones  pulled 
it  back  into  its  place,  and  once  it  was  down  Tom  found 
himself  entirely  unable  to  raise  it  again.  ) 

In  some  way  the  dwarfs  had  now  fastened  it,  and  the 
stone  was  as  firm  as  the  ledge  itself. 

Now,  all  this  happened  in  so  short  a  time  that  it  was 
done  and  over  almost  before  the  boy  could  realize  what  was 
going  on. 

Poor  Tom  sank  down  on  the  ledge,  panting  like  a  dog. 

He  was  alone  in  the  land  of  fire. 

It  seemed  only  a  question  of  time  when  he,  too,  must 
fall  a  prey  to  these  horrible  dwarfs. 

Strange  sensations  came  over  the  boy.  Possibly  he  may 
have  fainted.  At  all  events  he  seemed  to  float  away  out 
of  himself,  and  many  minutes  passed  before  his  wits  quite 
returned. 

Once  more  he  tried  to  raise  the  stone,  but  it  would  not 
yield.  * 

A  horrible  sense  of  despair  seized  him. 

'I  he  sense  of  loneliness,  too,  was  maddening.  He  might 
have  done  something  altogether  desperate  if  he  had  not 
been  suddenly  aroused  by  the  loud  barking  of  Ned,  the 
sound  coming  from  some  distance  away  further  along  the 
cliffs.  i 

“By  thunder,  there’s  the  dog  again.  How  did  he  <ret 
then*?”  cried  Tom 

He  ran  along  the  cliff  in  the  direction  of  the  sound. 

He  could  not  see  Ned,  but  he  could  hear  him  more  and 
more  distinctly  ns  lie  advanced,  until  at  last  the  dog  seemed 
to  be  right  under  the  edge  of  the  cliff. 


Tom  threw  himself  flat  on  the  ground,  and  looked  over. 

There  was  Ned  running  about  on  a  little  ledge  which 
projected  from  the  face  of  the  cliff. 

As  soon  as  he  caught  sight  of  Tom  he  made  a  spring  to 
get  on  top  of  the  bluff,  missed  his  footing,  and  with  a 
wild  howl  of  terror  went  flying  down  into  the  water  below. 

_ 

CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  REMARKABLE  DISCOVERIES  OF  TOM  HALL. 

The  fatal  fall  of  the  dog  was  so  sudden  and  startling 
as  to  give  Tom  just  the  shock  he  needed  to  rouse  him  fully 
to  himself. 

The  last  he  saw  of  poor  Ned  was  when  he  put  his  head 
above  the  water  for  an  instant  and  then  with  one  long 
despairing  howl  sank  out  of  sight  and  was  seen  no  more. 

No  doubt  he  struck  against  some  sunken  rock,  breaking 
his  legs  so  that  he  could  not  swim. 

“That’s  the  end  of  the  dog,”  thought  Tom.  “Now,  what 
does  his  sudden  appearance  on  the  ledge  mean?” 

He  thought  fast. 

No  doubt  what  Ned  tried  unsuccessfully  to  do  he  had 
done  successfully  before,  and  that  was  the  way  he  had  freed 
himself  from  the  cave. 

“There’s  a  way  in  there,”  Tom  said  to  himself,  “and  it 
is  easy  enough  to  get  down  to  it.  Well,  I  must  make  the 
try  no  matter  how  it  all  ends.” 

He  lay  down  flat,  and,  hanging  down  over  the  cliff, 
dropped  upon  the  narrow  ledge. 

It  was  at  least  two  hundred  feet  up  from  the  water,  and 
barely  wide  enough  to  afford  him  footing. 

For  several  minutes  Tom  could  onlv  stand  there  looking 
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down. 

There  was  a  horrible  fascination  about  it  all. 

Tom  felt  as  though  he  must  jump  into  the  sea. 

Little  by  little  he  recovered  himself,  and  could  look 
down  without  fear.  v  x 

He  could  see  the  dwarf  women  and  children  running 
about  like  a  lot  of  ants. 

There  seemed  to  be  unusual  activity  among  them. 

A  great  number  of  round,  dish-like  canoes  wore  being 
launched,  info  which  the  dwarfs  swarmed,  and  paddled  off 
along  the  shore  in  the  direction  of  the  wreck. 

While  the  men  were  off  after  new  prey,  the  women  and 
children  were  going  to  take  their  turn  at  the  wreck. 
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Just  then  the  sharp  report  of  firearms  was  heard  on  the 
other  side  of  the  straits.  Again  and  again  the  shots  rang 
out. 

Tiie  dwarfs  have  attacked  the  Sutton,”  thought  Tom, 
“and  they  are  getting  a  warm  reception,  that’s  what.”  ' 

After  a  little  the  shots  ceased  to  be  heard  and  Tom, 
v  hose  nerves  had  become  entirely  steadied,  turned  his  at¬ 
tention  to  the  business  in  hand. 

Working  his  way  along  the  ledge  as  far  as  he  could  go, 
Tom  at  length  came  to  a  narrow  slit  of  an  opening  in  the 
side  of  the  cliff. 

It  was  barely  wide  enough  to  allow  him  to  pass,  and  yet 
as  this  was  no  doubt  the  Way  in  which  Ned  had  escaped 
from  the  cave  he  did  not  hesitate  an  instant,  but  crowded 
through,  finding  himself  in  total  darkness  before  he  had 
gone  ten  feet  along  a  narrow,  level  path  which  took  a  sud¬ 
den  turn  around  the  rocks. 

“This 'is  a  bad  job”  thought  Tom.  “I  ought  to  have 
light  here.” 

He  had  a  few  matches  in  a  little  waterproof  case,  and 
he  struck  one  of  them  now. 

The  path  went  straight  on  ahead  with  a  gradual  slope 
downward.  It  seemed*  to  grow  wider  as  he  advanced. 

Tom  followed  on  boldly,  feeling  his  way  by  the  walls  as 
best  he  could.  4 

At  last,  after  having  made  a  considerable  descent,  he 
saw  light  ahead,  and  presently  came  to  a  place  where  there 
were  many  narrow  openings  in  the  side  of  the  cliff,  none 
wide  enough  for  him  to  pass  through,  but  all  plenty  wide 
enough  to  admit  the  light.  Peering  out  through  one  of 
them,  Tom  found  that  he  was  almost  down  to  the  water’s 
edge 

He  kept  on  a  little  further,  the  way  growing  narrower, 
until  at  length  he  came  to  the  end  of  the  passage,  his  road 
being  blocked  by  a  great  stone  which  had  evidently  been 
rolled  across  it  by  human  hands. 

The  stone  did  not  quite  fill  the  mouth  of  the  passage. 
The  light  came  in  freely  over  the  top. 

Who  had  put  the  stone  there,  and  why?  Tom  wondered. 

As  it  was  impossible  to  climb  over  the  stone,  the  fane 
of  it  being  entirely  smooth,  Tom,  of  course,  began  to  look 
about  for  some  other  way  of  getting  on,  and  soon  discov¬ 
ered  a  low  opening  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage  close 
down  to  the  ground. 

“That’s  where  the  dog  came  out  and  that’s  where  I’m 
going  in,”  he  thought,  and  he  stooped  down  and  crept  in 
through  the  hole,  finding  himself  in  a  cave  comparatively 
well  lighted  through  some  unseen  opening  above. 

Tom  shot  one  look  about  him,  and  uttered  an  exclama¬ 
tion  of  amazement. 

That  he  had  made  a  great  discovery,  he  saw  at  a  glance. 

Hoxo=  and  kegs  lay  scattered  about  right  and  left. 

Nearly  all  the  boxes  had  been  broken  open,  and  several 
of  the  kegs  also. 

Ail  the  open  ones  contained  gold  and  silver  coins;  the 
'-ar.d  wa-  strewn  with  them.  It  looked  as  though  someone 
y.oer]  there  amusing  themselves  scattering  them  about. 

~jt  3  trea-ure!”  exclaimed  Tom.  “It’s  the  treasure  of 
old  Don  Jo:«e  T'riate,  the  defaulting  bank  president  from 
C/...;;  that's  what  it  is!  This  is  what  drove  Captain 


Bowers  crazy,  and  made  Mr.  Topham  abandon  us  in  the 
way  he  did.” 

Of  course,  the  boy’s  curiosity  made  him  examine  every 
box  and  keg. 

Some  of  the  boxes  contained  provisions  evidently,  and 
many  of  these  had  been  broken  open  and  were  empty. 

Over  in  one  corner  were  several  kegs  piled  up,  each 
marked  “gunpowder.” 

Somebody  had  inserted  a  short  fuse  into  one  of  these, 
and  Tom  saw  that  it  was  only  necessary  to  apply  a  match 
here  to  blow  up  the  whole  pile. 

Tom  then- went  prowling  about  the  cave  for  some  time 
before  he  made  his  next  discovery. 

Here  was  money  to  burn,  so  to  speak,  but  it  was  of  little 
use  to  the  hoy.  situated' as  he  was  now,,  and  he  soon  ceased 
to  be  interested  in  it,  and  started  in  to  find  some  way  out 
of  the  cave. 

This  he  soon  discovered. 

It  was  a  great  round  hole  in  the  rocks  down  close  to  the 
ground. 

Tom  crawled  through  it,  and  took  a  look  around. 

He  was  now  in  another  chamber,  long  and  narrow,  and 
lighted  through  crevices  in  the  rocks  overhead. 

He  continued  on  through  this  cave,  going  quite  a  dis¬ 
tance,  and  was  beginning  to  think  that  it  would  take  him 
to  the  encampment  of  the  dwarfs,  when  all  at  once  he  -tfas 
startled  by  a  thunderous  voice  shouting : 

“Dai’s  right,  Mars  George!  Dat’s  right!  Climb  right 
up  on  my  shoulders !  I  kin  bear  de  weight.” 

“Jeff!”  cried  Tom. 

“Jeff!”  went  the  echo,  the  cook's  name  sounding  like 
a  thunderclap. 

“Who’s  dar?  Who’s  dar?”  was  thundered  out  now. 
“Oh,  Mars  George  !  Dat  ar’s  our  Tom  !” 

Wonderful  were  the  echoes  of  this  cave !  When  Jeff 
roared  out  these  words  the  sound  was  fairly  deafening. 
Tom  could  not  tell  at  all  what  direction  it  came  from. 

“George !  Jeff  !  Are  you  there  ?”  he  shouted. 

“That’s  what  we  are,  and  the  girl,  too!”  was  the  answer 
roared  back.  “We  are  here  among  the  skeletons!” 

This  time  the  sound  seemed  to  come  from  all  over  the 
cave. 

Where  were  the  skeletons? 

Tom  could  see  no  sign  of  anything  of  that  sort. 

Where  were  Jeff  and  George? 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  COMING  OF  THE  SHIP. 

Tom’s  remarkable  discoveries  had  gone  just  far  enough 
to  he  aggravating,  for  he  could  not  find  out  from  what 
direction  the  voices  came. 

“George !”  he  called.  “Speak  lower!  The  reverberation 
of  your  voice  is  tremendous.  Speak  as  low  as  you  can, 
and  yet  make  a  sound;  perhaps  I  ran  hear  von  better 
then.” 

George  tried  the  experiment. 

# 

(To  be  continued) 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


COCK  FIGHT  COST  HIM  $596. 

Theodore  L.  Harrison,  Jr.,  the  society  man  on  whose 
farm  near  Berwyn,  Pa.,  agents  of  the  anti-cruelty  society 
raided  a  cock  fight  the  other  Sunday,  called  at  the  office 
of  Squire  Paxson  at  West  Chester  and,  after  paying  fines, 
made  a  plea  for  the  return  of  the  game  chickens. 

Harrison  said  the  roosters  were  prize  birds  and  that  he 
had  bought  them  not  for  fighting,  but  for  breeding.  One 
of  them,  he  said,  he  valued  at  $500.  The  plea  for  their 
return  fell  on  deaf  ears,  for  Squire  Paxson  permitted  them 
to  be  killed  by  the  anti-cruelty  agents.  This  was  done 
after  they  had  been  photographed. 

The  fines  Harrison  paid  amounted  to  $76.50.  He  also 
paid  the  fines  for  two  of  his  farm  hands,  amounting  to 
$10  each. 


NO  PROFIT  TO  UNCLE  SAM  RUNNING  PANAMA 

CANAL. 

The  first  eight  months  of  operation  of  the  Panama  Canal 
have  not  yielded  a  profit  to  the  Government  notwithstand¬ 
ing  that  traffic  has  been  better  than  had  been  expected  in 
view  of  the  European  war.  From  July  1,  1914,  and  end¬ 
ing  March  1,  1915,  the  canal  showed  a  loss  of  $261,089, 
the  deficit  being  mainly  chargeable  to  the  high  cost  of 
operation  and  maintenance. 

During  the  period  mentioned  the  canal  earned  $2,334,515 
in  tolls  while  the  charge  for  operation  and  maintenance 
was  $2,595,613,  the  Government  thus  losing  approximately 
10  per  cent.  Under  operation  and  maintenance  are  in¬ 
cluded  all  the  diversified  expenditures  necessary  for  keep¬ 
ing  the  canal  open  to  traffic  and  a  pro-rated  part  of  the 
expenses  on  civil  government,  sanitation  and  general  ad¬ 
ministration.  More  than  a  third  of  the  total  overhead  ex¬ 
pense  of  the  canal  is  charged  to  operation  and  maintenance. 


A  HUGE  MAP  OF  NEW  YORK. 

A  map  of  Greater  New  York,  25%  feet  long  and  25 
feet  wide,  has  recently  been  completed.  The  scale  is  one 
inch  to  600  feet,  the  area  mapped  being  nearly  1,200 
square  miles.  Because  Staten  Island  extends  so  far  to  the 
southwest  a  large  piece  of  New  Jersey  and  many  square 
miles  of  water  have  been  included. 

A  reproduction  of  the  map  is  being  made  on  the  scale 
of  one  inch  to  1,000  feet,  while  another,  on  the  scale  of  one 
ioeh  to  2,000  feet,  is,  according  to  the  plans,  to  be  sent  to 
tin-  San  Francisco  Exposition. 

1  hree  years  ago  Nelson  P.  Lewis,  chief  engineer  of  the 
Hiurd  of  Estimate,  undertook  the  task  of  having  the  new 
map  made.  He  has  gathered  his  material  from  the  bor- 
ol,trli  presidents,  who  have  charge  of  the  topographical  rec¬ 
ords  of  their  districts:  from  the  Department  of  Docks  and 
Kerries  and  from  the  Street  Cleaning  Department,  lie 
obtained  assistance  from  the  States  of  New  York  and  New 


•I'T'ey,  and  from  the  United  States  Government, 
railroad  companies  helped  him  with  information  as 
ti"iis,  routes,  etc. 


The 

o  si  a  - 


OLD  SPANISH  MINE  RECENTLY  DISCOVERED. 

M.  F.  Jarrell  has  just  shipped  a  carload  of  rich  copper 
ore  from  the  old  mine  which  he  discovered  near  Allamore, 
Texas,  last  Christmas  day. 

The  fact  that  the  skeletons  of  twenty  men  were  found 
in  the  long-abandoned  shaft  of  the  mine  and  that  near  by 
was  found  a  collection  of  knives,  water  bottles  and  other 
relics  leads  to  the  belief  that  the  property  was  worked  by 
the  Spaniards  in  the  early  days  and  that  trace  of  the  mine 
was  lost  through  the  sudden  death  by  massacre  by  Indians 
or  otherwise  of  the  men  connected  with  the  enterprise. 

The  ore  which  Jarrell  shipped  to  the  smelter  at  El  Paso 
was  all  collected  from  the  surface,  where  it  had  lain  for 
an  untold  length  of  time.  As  soon  as  the  shaft  can  be 
cleaned  of  debris  extensive  operations  will  be  started. 

The  discovery  of  this  ancient  mine  caused,  great  excite¬ 
ment.  Prospectors  began  rushing  in  here  as  soon  as  the 
news  of  the  find  was  made  public  and  claims  have  been 
staked  for  several  miles  around  the  mine.  Many  good  out¬ 
croppings  of  copper  have  already  been  discovered. 

Some  of  the  ore  samples  assay  about  $30  copper  to  the 
ton  and  considerable  gold  and  silver. 


ANNUAL  CRUISE  OF  NEWPORT  WILL  OMIT 

EUROPE. 

With  the  band  playing  “The  Star-Spangled  Banner,'’ 
the  New  York  State  Nautical  Schoolship  Newport  sailed 
the  other  afternoon  at  2  o’clock  from  East  Twenty-fourth 
street.  Aboard  were  102  cadets.  A  great  number  of  rela¬ 
tives,  sweethearts  and  friends  saw  them  off.  As  soon  as 
the  Newport  swung  clear  of  the  dock,  the  cadets  climbed 
in  the  rigging  to  wave  farewell  while  the  band  played 
the  cheerful  “By  the  Beautiful  Sea.” 

The  cadets  are  on  a  six-months’  cruise  that  will  prob¬ 
ably  cover  15,400  miles.  Approximately  fifty-eight  days 
will  be  passed  at  sea,  in  what  is  believed  by  the  Board  of 
Governors  to  be  the  most  noteworthy  and  comprehensive 
cruise  ever  undertaken  for  the  training  of  future  officers  of 
American  vessels.  The  itinerary  will  be  as  follows:  St. 
Thomas,  Colon,  Balboa,  Honolulu,  San  Francisco,  Balhon, 
Colon,  New  London,  Glen  Cove  and  New  Y~ork.  arriving 
here  about  Oct.  1 6. 


1  On  the  return  of  the  Newport  the  first  class  will  be 
graduated.  'The  graduates  will  have  had  two  years  of 
thorough  training  in  steam  engineering  and  navigation, 
and  also  the  practical  knowledge  of  a  cruise  to  European 
waters,  which  was  taken  last  year. 


(‘apt.  McMurray  said  the  demand  for  graduates  greatly 
exceeds  the  siipptv,  but  could  be  easily  met.  because  there 
arc  so  many  applications  for  the  training,  if  another  ves¬ 
sel,  or  one  considerably  larger  than  the  Newport,  could 
be  obtained  by  the  State.  The  officer  instructors  are  fur¬ 
nished  by  the  Navy  Department.  The  radrU  must  be 
upon  entrance  between  the  ages  of  sixteen  and  twentx  and 
have  bad  the  equivalent  of  hvo  years*  high  school  educa¬ 
tion. 
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THE  ROB  ROYS 


-OR- 


BOLD  BOB,.  THE  CAPTAIN  OF  THE  TEAM 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  VIII  (continued) 

Henry  Selden  threw  back  his  head  haughtily. 

“I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  visiting  such  places  myself, 
therefore  I  cannot  say,”  he  replied  coldly.  “But  I  have 
met  Mr.  MacGregor  several  times  near  that  place,  in  fact 
in  the  immediate  vicinity.  Therefore  I  cannot  say  whether 
he  was  going  there  or  not.” 

“But  what  were  vou  doing  in  that  neighborhood?”  Pro- 
fessor  Romaine  asked  quickly. 

Henry  Selden  s  face  flushed,  and  for  a  moment  he  was 
silent.  He  bit  his  underlip,  and  then,  raising  his  head,  he 
looked  at  Professor  Romaine  with  a  self-conscious  look. 

“It  is  rather  an  embarrassing  question,  still  I  can  an¬ 
swer  it,”  he  said,  with  a  smirk.  “I  was  on  my  way  to  call 
at  the  home  of  Miss  Worth,  which  you  doubtless  know  is 
in  that  vicinity.  That  is  how  I  chanced  to  meet  our 
friend,  Mr.  MacGregor,  there.” 

He  sat  down  as  if  well  satisfied  with  his  statement,  and 
then  Rinold  Warr.ba  took  his  place.  In  answer  to  the 
sharp  questioning  of  Professor  Romaine,  he  said : 

“Yes,  I  saw  Robert  MacGregor  enter  Madam  Clements’ 
roadhouse;  furthermore,  I  saw  him  in  the  barroom,  drink¬ 
ing  glass  after  glass  of  whisky,  and  when  he  became  so  in¬ 
toxicated  that  he  was  helpless,  they  put  him  to  bed  in  one 
of  the  rooms  upstairs,  and - ” 

“Divil  a  bit  av  it,  yez  lyin’  spalpeen !”  Mike  McCarthy 
cried  out,  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet.  “Don’t  be  afther  tliry- 
in’  to  spile  th’  bye’s  luck,  an’  if  I  iver  git  me  two  hands 
around  that  long  neck,  111  give  yez  th’  strangler’s  grip 
shure.  Yer  honor,”  turning  to  Professor  Romaine,  “I 
know  th’  game  an* - ” 

“'Be  silent,  Mike,  until  I  call  on  you  to  testify,”  and 
the  professor  glanced  sternly  at  the  impulsive  Irishman. 
“Your  turn  will  come  next.  How,  sir,”  to  Rinold  Wamba, 
“what  were  you  doing  there?” 

“Well.  1  simply  dropped  in  to  refresh  myself  with  a 
sandwich  and  a  glass  of  beer,”  was  the  cool  reply,  and 
then  he  laughed  an  impudent  laugh.  “You  see,  I  am  not 
a-  moral  a-  some  people  in  this  town.” 

“That  will  do;  you  may  retire,”  Professor  Romaine  said 
sternly,  and  as  the  bully  passed  Henry  Selden,  the  latter 
m  itcred  under  his  breath. 

“You  have  gone  altogether  too  far.  You  said  too 

miK'h, 

WarribaV:  reply  was  a  savage  look,  and  then  lie  passed  on. 

“Xow.  Mike,  you  may  come  forward  and  testify,”  and 
M..  e  did  not  lose  an  instant  in  obeying  him.  “Xow,  tell 


me  what  you  know  about  this  matter.  I  was  not  aware 
that  you  had  any  interest  in  it.” 

“Eaith,  sor,  I  liov  that  much  interest  in  it  that  I’ll  not 
be  afther  lettin’  Misther  Robert  suffer  when  I  kin  save 
him.  Shure,  an’  I’d  be  no  man  at  all,  at  all.  I  saw  the 
deed  done  wid  me  two  eyes,  an’  so  did  Sandy.  I  nivir 
thought  it  wad  be  so  bad,  so  I  kept  me  tongue  between 
me  teeth,  for  says  I,  phat’s  th’  use  av  losin’  me  place 
because  I’m  here?  But  now,  sor,  I’ll  let  th’  job  slide  be¬ 
fore  I’ll  let  Misther  Robert  be  disgraced.  Yez  see  it  was 
this  way,  sor — Sandy  an1!  me  had  wan  av  thirn  ragin’ 
thirsts,  yez  know,  wan  av  thim  as  makes  yez  feel  as  if  yez 
wanted  to  be  afther  ownin’  nothin’  but  a  little  ocean  av 
beer,  an’  so  we  puts  our  two  heads  together,  an’  we  made 
up  our  moinds  to  sneak  over  to  th’  roadhouse  an’  get  a 
wee  bit  av  a  snp.  Well,  as  we  were  walkin’  along,  peace¬ 
ful  as  two  shmall  kittens,  we  saw  two  divils,  all  in  black, 
foreninst  us,  an’  heaven  bless  yer  sowl,  but  didn’t  we  al¬ 
most  fall  over  th’  spalpeens,  bad  cess  to  thim.  So  as 
Sandv  an’  meself  didn't  loike  th’  looks  av  thim  at  all,  at 
all,  we  sat  down  back  av  tli’  hedge  to  think,  an’  maybe 
take  a  shmoke  whin  they  got  out  av  sight.  Well,  yer 
honor,  th’  next  minute  along  came  Misther  Robert,  lookin’ 
as  foine  as  a  feather,  dressed  in  his  best  suit  av  clothes. 
An’  phat  did  they  do  but  give  him  a  bang  over  th’  head 
that  laid  him  out  stiff  as  a  poker.  Wan  av  thim  up  an’ 
put  a  sponge,  under  his  nose,  an’  thin  they  lugged  him  off 
to  th’  roadhouse.  That,  sor,  is  th’  truth,  an’  nothin’  but 
tli’  truth- — heaven  save  th’  mark,”  crossing  himself 
piously.  “An’  me  frind  Sandy  will  tell  yez  th’  same. 
Come  along,  Sandy,  an’  give  me  story  proof.” 

“Hoot,  my  man,  an’  dinna  ye  ken  I  wad  na  let  th’ 
laddie  suffer  when  I  can  sae  him.  But  ye  gie  me  uae 
chance  when  ye  start  in  wi’  that  tongue  o’  yours,”  then, 
standing  before  Prof.  Romaine  and  looking  straight  into 
his  eyes,  he  raised  his  hand  solemnly: 

“I  dinna  swear  to  but  th’  truth,  sair,”  lie  said  slowly. 
“TIP  puir  laddie  hae  been  wronged  verra  mic,  an’  I  will 
na’  res’  till  I  fin’  th’  cowards.  But  noo,  I  canna  say  who 
tliev  were,  for  their  faces  were  hidden.  I’m  an  ould  mon 
but  1  hae  glide  ees  an’  I  can  hear  right  week  Th’  laddie 
be  innocent,  that  I  ken.” 

So  Bold  Bob  was  innocent  after  all,  and  when  the  gen¬ 
eral  rejoicing  had  ended,  and  they  were  ail  satisfied  it 
was  the  evil  work  of  some  malicious  and  unknown  enemy, 
for  Tip  and  Topsev  could  not  prove  that  it  was  Henry 
Selden  and  Rinold  Wamba,  the  attention  of  the  Rob  Roys 
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was  once  more  given  to  the  football  match.  They  were  de¬ 
termined  to  have  another  game  as  soon  as  possible,  for 
they  knew  they  could  beat  the  Orangemen  and  not  half 
trv — unless  there  should  be  treachery  and  underhand  work 
like  there  had  been  at  the  first  game. 

“I  can't  help  but  believe  that  those  two  scoundrels  are 
at  the  bottom  of  it  all,”  Murray  Roberts  said  to  his  friend. 

“Well,  time  will  tell,  and  when  I  find  out  that  they 
really  are  I  will  teach  them  a  lesson  they  will  not  soon 
forget,”  and  the  eyes  of  the  captain  of  the  Rob  Roys 
flashed  with  a  dangerous  light.  It  would  not  be  well  for 
Henry  Selden  if  he  met  him  face  to  face  just  then. 


•U' 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  SECOND  CONTEST. 


Now  that  the  gallant  young  captain  of  the  Rob  Roys 
was  cleared  of  the  disgraceful  charge  that  had  hung  over 
him,  he  was  determined  that  he  would  give  the  Orangemen 
another  test.  He  felt  sure  enough  of  his  own  team  win¬ 
ning,  and  he  knew  the  public  favored  him  far  more  than 
it  did  his  rival,  but  still  he  was  not  satisfied  to  let  the 
affair  rest  where  it  was. 

“The  Rob  Roys  have  to  come  out  with  flying  colors,  the 
same  as  they  always  have  done  in  the  past,”  he  said  with 
a  grim,  determined  smile  to  Murray  Roberts  one  clear, 
crisp  afternoon  when  they  had  finished  playing.  It  was 
in  the  big  field  just  a  short  distance  from  the  college,  and 
the  Rob  Roys  had  been  practicing  for  the  last  hour.  “I 
feel  confident  that  we  will  triumph.” 

He  was  flushed  from  exercise  and  his  eyes  sparkled  with 
excitement.  Never  had  Bold  Bob  looked  handsomer  or 
appeared  to  better  advantage  than  he  did  at  that  mo¬ 
ment. 

“You  can  just  bet  that  they  will  never  get  left,”  Mur¬ 
ray  Roberts  answered,  laying  his  hand  upon  the  captain's 
arm.  “They  never  have,  and  they  won't  begin  at  this  late 
day.  But  I'll  wager  a  silk  hat  that  Henry  Selden  will 
try  to  put  up  some  dirty  job  on  us.  We’ll  have  to  keep 
our  eyes  open  and  look  out  for  him.” 

“Well,  just  let  him  try  it,”  and  from  the  expression  in 
Bold  Bob’s  eyes,  his  friend  decided  that  he  would  not 
care  to  be  in  Henry  Sel den’s  place  just  then. 

“Oh,  by  the  way,  Bob,  did  you  ever  call  on  Miss  Worth 
in  response  to  her  note?”  Murray  suddenly  asked.  “You 
know  I  mean  the  night  those  scoundrels  lugged  you  away 
and  put  you  in  that  den  ?” 

A  hot  blush  mantled  Bold  Bob’s  smooth  check,  and  he 
answered,  in  a  low  voice: 

“No,  Murt,  I  have  not  called  yet,  and  I  will  tell  you 
why.  She  is  rich  and  1  am  poor.  I  have  been  in  deep 
disgrace  for  the  past  few  days,  in  fact  there  is  a  cloud 
hanging  over  my  head  even  now,  and  until  that  has  been 
removed  1  do  not  care  to  see  Miss  Worth.” 

“Now,  look  here,  Bob,  don  t  be  a  fool."  Murrav  retorted. 
“You  can't  know  Sidney  Worth  very  well,  or  you  would 
not  talk  like  that.  She  s  one  of  the  noblest  girls  in  the 
world,  and  if  one  of  her  friends  chances  to  be  in  trouble, 


she's  just  the  kind  of  a  girl  to  stick  to  them  closer  than 
ever.  She’s  a  jewel,  I  can  tell  you  that.  I  here  s  only 

one  more  like  her.  and  that  one  is  Barbara  \  oss.  She  s 

a  regular  little  daisy.” 

“Ah,  1  see  how  the  land  lays,  Murt,  and  I  don  t  blame 
you;  she  is  as  pretty  as  a  picture,"  Bob  said,  with  a  laugh. 
“But  come  on,  we  have  been  chinning  over  two  girls  long 

enough.  We'll  have  to  walk  lively  if  we  get  back  in  time 

for  supper.” 

With  those  words  they  started  for  the  college.  I  he 
rest  of  the  team  had  left  some  time  before,  so  the  two 
chums  were  left  alone  together. 

Thev  were  walking  swiftlv  over  the  hard,  frozen  ground 
when  they  caught  sight  of  a  solitary  figure  walking  be¬ 
fore  them.  At  first  they  did  not  recognize  him,  but  as 
thev  came  nearer  they  saw  it  was  Henry  Selden. 

“Speak  of  Satan  and  he  will  always  appear,"  Murray 
Roberts  remarked  in  a  whisper — “and,  by  Jove,  speak  of 
angels,  too,  and  they  will  appear!” 

That  last  remark  was  called  forth  by  the  sight  of  two 
girls’  forms  on  horseback.  They  could  just  be  seen 
through  the  fast  falling  shades  of  night,  and  both  youths 
knew  it  could  be  no  one  else  than  Sidney  W  orth  and  Bar¬ 
bara  Voss. 

4 

Henry  Selden  saw  them,  and  he  also  saw  them  whip 
up  their  ponies,  as  if  anxious  to  greet  him.  He  did  not 
know  that  Robert  MacGregor  and  Murray  Roberts  were 
just  back  of  him,  and  they  were  the  ones  the  two  fair 
girls  wished  to  see;  so,  putting  on  his  sweetest  smile,  he 
hastened  forward. 

“This  is  an  unexpected  pleasure,  I  assure  you,,  ladies,” 
he  said,  politely  lifting  his  hat  as  he  spoke,  “and  a  great 
surprise,  I— 


“A  very  disagreeable  surprise  to  us,  Air.  Selden."  Bar¬ 
bara  retorted,  crisply.  “We  were  not  looking  for  you.  and 
we  are  not  over  and  above  pleased  to  see  you.  Ah !  there 
are  Mr.  Roberts  and  Mr.  MacGregor,  Sid.  I  am  glad  to 
meet  them.” 

“Good  evening,  ladies !"  Bob  called  out.  “This  is.  in¬ 
deed,  a  pleasant  surprise,  and  we  are  delighted  to  see  vou. 
We  did  not  expect  such  good  fortune  to-night." 

“Nor  we,  either,  Mr.  MacGregor."  Sidnev  answered, 
with  a  sly  glance  and  a  blush.  “Bab  and  I  were  just  won¬ 
dering  what  had  become  of  you  and  your  friend.  Mr. 
Roberts.  We  thought  it  rather  strange  that  you  did  not 
call.” 

The  handsome  captain  of  the  Rob  Rovs  was  standing 
beside  her  pony,  and  she  held  out  her  daintily  gloved 
hand  to  him.  Murray  Roberts  lost  no  time  in  getting  as 
close  to  Barbara  as  he  could  manage,  and  it  is  safe  to  sav 
that  there  were  not  four  happier  young  people  in  that  part 
of  the  country  than  our  heroines  and  heroes,  and  at  the 
same  time  there  were  not  four  more  who  were  so  embar¬ 
rassed  Bab  alternat'd  declared  that  she  could  hoar  her 
heart  thump  so  loudly  that  it  drowned  every  word  Murrav 
uttered. 

Henrv  Selden*  paused  long  enough  to  give  one  ti  lling, 
backward  glance,  and  then,  with  bis  breast  heaxiug  in  si¬ 
lent,  smothered  rage,  he  passed  quickly  on. 

{To  be  continued) 
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TIMELY  TOPICS 


Jack  O'Reillv.  barber  in  West  Third  street,  Los  An¬ 
geles,  Cal.,  had  the  surprise  of  his  life  recently.  A  pros¬ 
perous  coking-  man  walked  into  the  shop.  When  the  job 
was  done  the  patron  unlimbered  a  wad  of  hills,  stripped 
off  a  $50  yellow-back  and  said :  “Tilings  have  come  my 
way  handsomely.  Here's  a  bit  of  a  tip/5  Leaving  O’Reilly 
stupefied  with  astonishment,  the  man  walked  out.  lie 
was  a  prosperous  Los  Angeles  stock  broker,  O’Reilly  said. 


A  huge  fish,  with  a  beak  like  a  bird’s,  extending  a  foot 
from  its  head,  which  barked  like  a  dog  as  it  attacked  a 
rowboat  with  sufficient  fury  to  capsize  it,  was  described  at 
Joliet,  Ill.,  as  the  “monster”  which  fought  a  twenty- 
minute  battle  with  Arthur  A.  Lennon,  Joliet  merchant, 
and  Lem  Northern,  proprietor  of  the  Hotel  Monroe.  The 
fishy  fight  was  witnessed  from  the  bank  by  Harvey  E. 
Wood,  mayor  of  Joliet,  who  declares  he  saw  the  creature 
leap  from  the  water  halfway  into  the  boat,  bite  Northern 
on  the  leg,  and  heard  it  bark  furiously. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  D.  E.  Eggleston,  of  Hillsdale,  came  to 
Charlotte,  Mich.,  the  other  day  for  a  visit  with  their 
granddaughter,  Mrs.  lone  Eggleston  Ward,  the  violinist, 
the  purpose  of  the  visit  being  to  have  Mrs.  W  ard  try  out 
a  violin  which  Mr.  Eggleston  himself  made.  The  front  of 
the  violin  is  of  cedar  imported  from  Italy,  the  back  is  of 
curly  maple  taken  from  an  old  shelf  in  a  store,  which  was 
over  fiftv  years  old,  and  therefore  thoroughly  seasoned. 
Other  parts  are  made  of  maple  taken  from  the  rafters  of 
a  barn,  where  it  had  been  for  over  thirty  years. 


Five  Eugene,  Ore.,  young  women  have  just  finished  a 
“hike”  of  sixty  miles  aiong  the  Oregon  coast  unarmed  and 
unafraid  of  stories  of  bears  told  them  at  virtually^  every¬ 
place  thev  stopped.  They  carried  packs  weighing  almost 
t  went  A’  pounds,  and  took  their  chances  at  finding  shelter 
each  night.  They  proudly  boast  that  not  one  man  got 
fresh”  and  that  it  would  be  quite  possible  for  a  woman 
to  walk  ad  over  Oregon  alone  without  being  molested. 
The  “hikers”  were  Miss  Frieda  Goldsmith,  Miss  Harriet 
Thompson,  Dr.  Bertha  Stewart,  Miss  Mary  Perkins  and 
Miss  Myrrh  a  Hepburn.  Four  are  members  of  the  Univer- 
sity  of  Oregon  faculty. 


The  Empress  of  Germany  has  expressed  hoi  appiecia- 
tion  of  the  American  Red  Cross  work  in  behalf  of  .Ger¬ 
many.  through  Count  Bernstorff,  German  Ambassador, 
is  letter  to  Miss  Mabel  T.  Boardman  at  Red 
fro.--  headquarters.  Washington!  1  have  been  command¬ 
ed  bv  Her  Majestv.  the  Empress,  and  have  the  honor  to 
convey  to  you  and  to  the  American  Red  Cross  Society,  Her 
Majestv”  most  heartfelt  thanks  for  your  continued  and 
gene  ■  in  forward ing  charitable  gifts  to  Ger¬ 

man-.  and  for  the  ervices  rendered  by  the  American  dele- 
0f  dvn  doctors  and  twenty -two  nurses,  who  are 
on,,  g  splendid  work  in  Silesia.” 


“In  a  remote  part  of  the  mountains  of  Hualalai,  in 
Hawaii,”  said  Oscar  J.  Milton,  of  Honolulu,  “there  lias 
lately  been  discovered*  a  singular  hole  that  has  been  given 
the  local  name  of  the  ‘bottomless  pit.’  This  pit  is  a  very 
singular  object,  because  it  sucks  in  the  air  with  astonishing 
force.  Articles  of  light  weight,  like  paper,  when  thrown 
into  its  mouth,  do  not  float  gently  downward,  but  are 
snatched  up  as  by  the  hand  of  a  giant  and  instantly  van¬ 
ish.  A  person  standing  on  the  cavern’s  edge  can  distinctly 
fee!  the  air  rushing  into  the  entrance,  and  at  night  people 
in  the  locality  say  that  they  hear  a  noise  coming  from  it 
that  sounds  like  the  roar  of  a  big  steamboat  whistle.” 


Buried  evidently  at  a  period  far  remote  from  the  time 
of  the  earliest  explorations  of  this  country  by  Europeans, 
a  collection  of  antiquities  has  been  unearthed  in  the  vicin¬ 
ity  of  Pent  water,  Mich.,  which  seems  to  prove  the  theory 
that  the  Aztecs  of  Mexico  once  inhabited  what  is  now  the 
northern  part  of  the  United  States.  This  find  was  un¬ 
earthed  by  Carl  Schrumpff,  a  farmer,  while  he  was  digging 
up  a.  pine  stump.  When  Pere  Marquette  visited  this 
vicinity  in  1672-1673  he  found  the  whole  territory  covered 
with  forests,  giving  ground  for  the  belief  that  the  mound 
which  Schrumpff  uncovered  was  made  long  enough  before 
Pere  Marquette's  time  to  have  become  covered  with  the 
forests  of  which  he  speaks  in  his  biography.  Imbedded  at 
the  taproot  of  the  stump  Schrumpff  found  a  skeleton  in  a 
fair  state  of  preservation.  Subsequently  he  found  18 
other  skeletons,  with  their  accompaniment  of  articles  of 
utility  and  adornment.  All  the  bodies  had  faced  the  east, 
and  had  been  buried  in  a  sitting  position,  the  knees  drawn 
up  against  the  chest.  A  miscellaneous  assortment  of  ar¬ 
row  and  spear  heads;  also  quantities  of  broken  pottery  was 
also  found. 


Penguins  of  manv  varieties  are  the  principal  inhabitants 
of  the  Antarctic,  and  they  are  one  of  the  queerest  of  all 
the  multitudinous  life  found  in  t he  frozen  regions,  says 
Boys’  Life.  They  are  half  fish  and  half  bird’;  their  bodies 
are  clothed  in  a  covering  like  that  of  a.  fish,  and  their 
“wings”  are  really  flippers,  with  which  they  propel  them¬ 
selves  through  the  water  with  wonderful  speed.  Unlike 
most  of  the  fish-eating  birds,  the  penguin  goes  under  the 
water  after  its  food  and  makes  a  catch  through  its  ability 
to  swim  faster  than  the  fish  it  has  selected  for  its  meal. 
When  the  more  severe  weather  of  winter  settles  over  the 
polar  regions  they  go  straight  out  to  sea  and  apparently 
remain  at  sea  until  summer  brings  them  back  to  their 
rookeries.  Where  they  go  is  a  deep  mystery,  even  to  scien¬ 
tists.  In  the  nesting  season  they  are  found  in  great  quan¬ 
tities.  and  Sir  Douglas  Mawson,  the  distinguished  ex¬ 
plorer,  secured  wonderfully  intimate  views  of  them;  in 
several  scenes  his  films  show  flocks  that  contain  close  to 
a  million  birds.  The  Emperor  Penguin  is  plainly  colored 
in  black  and  white;  the  Victoria  Penguin  is  a  gorgeous 
bird  with  a  wonderful  headdress,  and  is  beautifully  colored 
in  blue,  red  and  orange  tints. 
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In  Wales  there  are  about  508,000  people  who  cannot 
speak  English,  Welsh  being  their  only  language;  in  Scot¬ 
land  there  are  43,000  persons  who  can  speak  nothing  but 
Gaelic,  and  in  Ireland  there  are  32,000  who  can  express 
themselves  only  in  the  Irish  tongue. 


A  large  number  of  Berlin  shop  girls  have  brought  ac¬ 
tions  against  firms  which,  after  inducing  them  at  the 
beginning  of  the  war  to  accept  a  reduction  of  salary,  have 
dismissed  them.  There  have  been  more  than  seventy 
prosecutions  of  one  firm.  A  special  court  at  Charlotten- 
burg  has  now  given  judgment  that  such  dismissals  are 
illegal,  holding  that  the  reduction  in  salary  was  arranged 
and  accepted  on  the  understanding  that  it  would  prevent 
the  employee  suffering  from  unemployment  during  the 
war,  and  that  employers  cannot  give  notices  of  dismissal 
until  normal  conditions  are  restored  in  the  labor  market. 
If,  therefore,  a  shop  girl  is  dismissed,  she  is  entitled  to 
all  sums  deducted  from  her  wages  since  the  beginning 
of  the  war. 


GRINS  ANI)  CHUCKLES 

“A  good  name  is  more  to  be  desired  than  great  riches,” 
quoted  the  Wise  Guy.  “Perhaps,”  assented  the  Simple 
Mug,  “but  it  doesn't  carry  so  much  weight  at  the  bank.” 

“Yes,  for  a  vear  and  a  half  she  was  in  doubt  as  to 
whether  she  loved  him  enough  to  marry  him  or  not.” 
“And  how  did  she  succeed  in  finding  out?”  “There  was 
another  girl  who  got  to  acting  as  if  she  wanted  him.” 


Lei  and  F.  Farmer,  a.  young  draughtsman  who  stowed 
away  on  the  steamer  Admiral  Evans  of  the  Pacific  Alaska 
Navigation  Company  at  Seattle,  was  found  in  the  lower 
hold.  He  had  been  eight  days  without  food  or  water, 
but  will  recover.  When  discovered  he  was  wedged  head 
downward  between  two  bales  of  hay.  Farmer  had  heard 
that  there  were  excellent  opportunities  for  draughtsmen  at 
Ship  Creek,  Cook  Inlet,  where  the  Government  is  assem¬ 
bling  men  and  material  for  building  the  Federal  railroad 
in  Alaska. 


When  Frank  Hamer,  New  York  tourist,  now  at  Santa 
Barbara,  Cal.,  poked  his  oar  onto  what  he  thought  was  a 
slimy  black  rock  protruding  above  the  waves  in  the  chan¬ 
nel,  he  turned  loose  a  geyser,  and  rowed  for  his  life  to 
escape  from  what  for  a  time  looked  to  him  like  certain 
death.  It  proved  to  be  an  immense  whale,  and  Hamer 
barely  got  beyond  range  in  time  to  escape  the  powerful 
slashing  of  the  monster's  tail  as  it'dived  into  the  deeps  of 
the  channel.  The  waterspout  thrown  up  soaked  Hamer 
to  the  skin  and  waterlogged  his  boat.  He  was  rescued  by 
fishermen,  who  caught  his  frantic  signals  for  help. 


Not  in  frequently  some  mnh  of  convivial  habits  has  beei 
accused  of  having  a  “hollow  leg,”  but  for  the  first  time  ii 
local  waterfront  history  a  ship's  dining  table  was  right! 
accused  hv  customs  officials  of  having  a  hollow  log,  am 
llie  hollow  was  found  to  contain  something  even  more  po 
tent  than  the  demon  rum.  The  table  with  the  deceptivi 
underpinning  was  in  the  dining  salon  of  the  steamshi] 
Siberia,  which  arrived  recently  from  the  Orient,  Aftei 
the  customs  officers,  headed  by  Lieut.  S.  II.  Saekett,  hat 
pei  formefi  a  major  operation  on  the  leg  tliev  removed  Iron 
its  interior  six  skins  of  opium,  the  value  of  which  is  aboir 
$300,  at  the  price  for  which  the  drug  retails  in  San  Fran 
cisco. 


“Tommy — Yes,  cats  can  see  in  the  dark,  and  so  can 
Ethel,  ’cause  when  Mr.  Wright  walked  into  the  parlor, 
where  she  was  sittin’  all  alone  in  the  dark,  I  heard  her 
say  to  him  :  “Why,  Arthur,  Arthur,  yon  didn’t  get  shaved 
to-day !” 


Little  Johnny — When  I  grow  up  I’m  going  to  be  a  di¬ 
plomat.  Sunday-school  Teacher — Why  not  be  a  preacher, 
like  your  handsome  uncle?  Little  Johnny — ’Cause  pa  says 
preachers  goes  to  hell  if  they  lie,  but  diplomats  gets  pro¬ 
moted. 


The  sailor  had  been  showing  the  lady  visitor  over  the 
ship.  In  thanking  him  she  said:  “I  see  that  by  the 
rules  of  your  ship  tips  are  forbidden.”  “Lori  bless  yer 
’earl,  ma’am,”  replied  Jack,  “so  were  the  apples  in  the 
Garden  of  Eden.” 


“It  took  Brancomb  six  months  to  make  up  his  mind 
about  the  kind  of  motor  car  he  would  buv.”  “And  vet  I 
understand  that  he  had  known  his  wife  only  two  weeks  be¬ 
fore  they  were  married.”  “Yes;  but,  remember,  buying  a 
motor  car  is  a  serious  thing.” 


A  witty  clergyman,  accosted  by  an  old  acquaintance  by 
the  name  of  Cobb,  replied:  “I  don't  know  you,  sir.'’  “Mr 
name  is  Cobb,”  rejoined  tlie  man,  who  was  about  half-seas 
over.  “Ah,  sir,"  replied  the  clergyman,  “you  have  so  much 
corn  on  you  that  I  did  not  see  the  cob.” 


1  wo  men  who  had  been  old  schoolfellows  mot  the  other 
day  in  a  lestaurant.  After  exchanging  greetings  one  : 
“By  the  way.  old  chap,  when  at  school  you  used  to  be 
rather  fond  of  music.  I)o  you  play  any  instrument  now  ;•'* 
“Yes,"  was  the  reply ;  “second  fiddle  at  home.” 
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TIIE  BE  OTHERS. 


By  Col.  Ralph  Fenton 


Howard  and  Robert  Van  Dam  were  twin  brothers,  and 
as  nearly  alike  in  appearance  as  they  could  be  without 
being  the  same. 

Robert's  hair  was  lighter  than  Howard’s  and  was  more 
wavy:  then,  too,  he  had  little  or  no  beard,  while  his 
brother  had  considerable. 

They  were  both  equal  in  muscular  development,  and 
were  about  evenly  matched  in  strength  and  agility,  both 
being  handsome,  brawny  fellows,  who  carried  away  all  the 
prizes  for  athletic  sports,  and  in  which  they  were  not  so 
equally  successful. 

One  of  these  was  the  hand  of  a  young  lady  named 
Marian  Duval,  both  brothers  having  fallen  in  love  with 
her.  and  both  striving  to  win  her. 

She  treated  both  with  equal  courtesy  before  strangers, 
though  she  really  inclined  towards  Robert,  much  to  How¬ 
ard's  disgust,  for  he  wanted  her  for  himself. 

Marian’s  father  was  a  bearish  sort  of  man,  having  an 
ugly  temper,  and  being  apt  to  fly  out  at  his  best  friend 
upon  the  slightest  provocation,  or  without  any  at  all. 

Robert  put  up  with  his  idiosyncrasies  on  Marian’s  ac¬ 
count,  and  managed  to  get  along  very  well  with  him,  but 
Howard  could  not  endure  his  unmannerly  ways,  and  fre¬ 
quently  made  very  tart  replies  to  the  gruff  fellow’s  coarse 
remarks. 

One  evening  Howard  returned  from  a  hunt,  and,  hav¬ 
ing  some  line  partridges,  thought  he  would  make  Marian 
a  present. 

Still  clad  in  his  rough  hunting  jacket  and  leggings,  he 
entered  the  house  without  knocking,  as  he  always  did,  and 
proceeded  to  the  sitting-room,  where  he  found  Marian  and 
Robert. 

“I  have  brought  you  a  present,”  he  said,  "  of  some  fat 
partridges.” 

"Oh,  father  will  be  delighted,”  said  Marian.  "He  dotes 
on  partridges.” 

"And  aren’t  you  delighted  also  ?”  asked  Howard,  with  a 

shade  of  anxiety  in  his  tone. 

"Xot  particularly,”  she  answered,  mischievously.  I 
don’t  fancy  partridges  very  much.” 

He  was  turning  to  go,  "when  old  Duval’s  voice  was  heard 

outside  in  loud  and  angry  tones. 

He  had  been  off  buying  cattle,  and  had  just  returned, 
whip  in  hand,  and,  being  tired  and  hungry,  was  not  in  a 
particularly  happy  frame  of  mind. 

At  any  other  time  the  sight  of  the  birds,  which  Howard 
had  thrown  upon  the  table,  would  have  delighted  him, 
but  now  he  was  cross,  and  disposed  to  pick  a  quarie)  with 
every  one. 

"Who’s  been  tramping  through  the  house  with  muddy 
boots,  leaving  a  parcel  o’  hasty  birds  right  on  the  clean 
table?”  be  grumbled.  "Some  o’  them  silly  beaux  of  Ma- 
rien\,  I  suppose.  Why  the  mischief  can’t  she  take  one  of 
V/ri  and  tell  the  rest  to  clear  outt  She  s  old  enough  to 

If  now  her  own  mind,  1  fancy.” 

Hi  puihed  the  birds  upon  the  floor,  knocked  down  How¬ 


ard’s  .gun,  which  he  had  put  away  carefully  in  a  corner, 
and  then,  shying  his  hat  at  the  poor  cat,  strode  towards 
the  sitting-room. 

"So  you’ve  got  two  of  ’em,  have  ye?”  he  roared,  upon 
seeing  the  brothers;  "fine  goings  on,  tramping  around  the 
house  soiling  everything,  and  littering  up  the  place,  with 
their  dirty  traps.  Why  don’t  ye  make  one  of  ’em  come  to 
the  point,  you  silly  jade,  and  not  go  fooling  ’em  both 
in - ” 

Marian  blushed  scarlet,  and  Howard,  advancing  a  pace, 
said,  angrily : 

"Eor  shame,  sir,  to  speak  to  }rour  daughter  that  wav. 
You  ought  to  have  better  manners.” 

"Who  is  it  dares  to  talk  manners  to  me  in  my  own 
house?”  roared  the  irate  man,  raising  his  whip  over  his 
head. 

"Howard,  for  mercy’s  sake,  don’t  say  any  more !”  said 
Robert.  "'Don’t  mind  him,  Mr.  Duval;  he  was  hasty,  and 
you,  perhaps,  a  little  quick - ” 

"It  is  you,  too,  that  abuses  me  to  my  own  face,  in  my 
own  house?”  he  shrieked,  turning  the  full  current  of  his 
wrath  upon  Robert. 

He  struck  at  the  young  man  with  his  whip,  and  made  a 
livid  mark  across  his  face. 

Quick  as  a  flash  Howard,  enraged  at  the  insult  offered  to 
his  brother,  bounded  forward,  throwing  aside  Marian’s  de¬ 
taining  hand,  and  delivered  a  sledge-hammer  blow  full  in 
Duval’s  face,  which  floored  him. 

The  old  man  struck  his  head  against  an  antique  side¬ 
board,  and  cut  a  bad  gash  i#  liis  forehead,  which  rendered 
him  insensible. 

Poor  Marian  gave  one  glance  at-  his  white,  upturned  face, 
with  the  red  line  across  the  forehead,  and,  uttering  a 
piercing  shriek,  fainted. 

"I  am  obliged  to  you,  Howard,”  said  Robert,  quietly, 
"for  your  zeal  in  my  favor,  but  I  am  sorry  this  thing  has 
happened.” 

Then  he  bent  down  to  see  what  he  could  do  for  the  old 
man,  while  Howard  replied : 

"Do  you  think  I  would  see  that  brute  strike  you  and  not 
repay  the  insult?  If  he  were  a  younger  man  1  would 
have  his  blood.” 

"'No — no,  don’t  sav  that.” 

"The  miserable  dastard !  Come  away,  this  house  is  no 
place  for  us.  If  yon  coquette  wants  a  husband,  let  her  seek 
elsewhere  than  in  the  family  of  the  Van  Dams.  She  is 
unworthy  to  enter  it.” 

Marian  recovered  as  these  words  were  uttered,  and,  see¬ 
ing  Howard  leave  the  room,  knew  at  once  that  her  chances 
in  that  direction  were  hopeless. 

"If  you  will  call  assistance,  Miss  Duval,  I  will  take  my 
leave,”  said  Robert.  "I  wish  to  see  your  father  properly 
provided  for,  but  after  that  I  must  depart  forever.” 

"Oh,  Robert — Robert,  you,  too,  are  not  false !  Say  you 
forgive  him !” 

"1  cannot  remain  here  after  the  insult  I  have  received,” 
said  Robert,  calmly,  "and  cannot  ally  myself  with  any  one 
who  claims  kinship  with  such  a  brute.  If  I  ever  said! 
augl't  which  can  be  construed  in  protestations  of  love, 
consider  it  as  unsaid.” 

The  poor  girl  buried  her  face  in  her  hands  and  wept. 
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Someone  entered,  and  the  old  man  showing  signs  of  re¬ 
covery,  Robert  left  t lie  house  never  to  enter  it  again. 

Neither  of  the  brothers  came  near  the  house  after  that, 
and  soon  an  incident  occurred  which  threw  the  whole 
neighborhood  into  an  intense  excitement. 

This  was  no  less  than  the  finding,  one  morning,  of  the 
dead  body  of  Robert  Van  Dam  in  the  woods,  with  every 
indication  that  he  had  been  murdered. 

Then  old  Duval  came  forward  and  said  that  he  had 
heard  the  brothers  quarreling  the  night  before,  and  that 
Howard  had  threatened  to  kill  Robert. 

Later  in  the  evening  he  had  seen  a  man  answering  to 
the  description  of  Howard  emerging  from  the  wood  with  a 
gun  in  his  hand  still  smoking. 

Howard  was  placed  upon  trial,  and  the  old  man  swore  so 
clearly  that  he  had  heard  Howard  threaten  to  kill  Robert, 
arid  had  afterward  seen  him  come  from  the  very  wood 
where  the  latter’s  body  was  found,  that  the  jury  were  al¬ 
most  prepared  to  convict  him  in  their  seats. 

The  prisoner  had  been  sitting  all  this  time  with  his  head 
bowed,  not  once  looking  up,  as  if  overcome  with  grief. 

“The  two  brothers  were  verv  much  alike,  were  thev 
•not?”  asked  the  attorney  for  the  defense. 

*  V 

,  “They  were.” 

“Robert  had  a  scar  across  his  face,  made  by  a  blow  from 
a  whip,  had  he  not?” 

The  old  man  turned  scarlet  while  the  witness  answered 
in  the  affirmative. 

“Has  any  one  described  such  a  scar  as  appearing  upon 
the  face  of  the  dead  body?” 

The  testimony  was  read;  no  one  had  mentioned  it. 

“Did  vou  see  the  body  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did  vou  see  the  scar  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Will  you  please  look  at  the  prisoners  face  a  moment?” 

The  prisoner  raised  his  head,  and  the  witness  looked  at 

him. 

Across  the  prisoner’s  face  was  a  vivid,  scarlet  mark. 

“Robert. Van  Dam  himself!”  broke  from  every  throat. 

“You  say  you  are  positive  the  body  was  that  of  Robert 
Van  Dam?” 

“I  thought  so.” 

“Y  ou  said  you  knew  it.  Who  is  this  man  ?”  - 

“He  looks  like  Robert.” 

"Prisoner  at  the  bar,  what  is  your  name?”  said  the 
judge.  ,  -  .  / 

“Howard  Van  Dam.” 

"You  see,  your  honor,”  said  the  attorney,  “the  witness 
cannot  tell  one  from  the  other.” 

If  the  prisoner  were  Howard,  he  certainly  looked  like 
Robert,  for  he  was  clean-shaven  and  the  very  image  of  the 
man  said  to  have  been  murdered. 

I  have  one  more  witness,”  continued  the  lawyer.  “Show 
him  in.” 

A  door  was  opened  and  a  man  entered  and  stood  in 
front  of  the  prisoner. 

"Howard  \  an  Dam!”  muttered  ever}’  one. 

The  prisoner  was  sworn. 

“What  is  your  name?” 

“Robert  Van  Dam.”  •*  '*>  -  '  1  1  . 


“Supposed  to  have  been  murdered  ?” 

“Yes.” , 

“Explain  the  mystery  of  your  strange  appearance !  ’ 

The  man  suddenly  put  his  hands  to  his  face,  removed  a 
pair  of  false  whiskers,  passed  a  handkerchief  across  his 
cheeks,  and  stood  revealed — Robert  Van  Dam! 

The  scar  was  seen  upon  his  face,  and  no  one  could  doubt 
his  identity. 

The  prisoner  at  the  bar  produced  a  dampened  cloth,  and 
erased  the  scar  from  his  face,  showing  at  once  that  some 
deception  had  been  practiced. 

“The  charge  of  murder  cannot  be  sustained,  your 
honor,”  said  the  lawyer,  “as  both  brothers  are  here.  You 
see  what  metal  the  witnesses  for  the  prosecution  are  made 
of.  Robert  Van  Dam  is  not  and  never  has  been  dead.” 

“And  so  far  from  my  brother  attacking  me,”  said  Rob¬ 
ert,  “there  is  the  villain”— pointing  to  old  Duval — “who 
tried  to  take  his  life.” 

The  old  man  turned  pale,  and  Robert  continued : 

“As  to  the  quarrel  he  says  we  had  together,  there  never 
was  one.  My  brother  and  myself  never  quarrel.  I  saw 
that  man  shoot  at  my  brother,  and  leave  him  for  dead  on 
the  ground. 

“Horrified  beyond  measure,  I  fell  in  a  faint,  and  was 
found  unconscious  in  the  morning,  suffering  from  a  bad 
bruise  on  the  head. 

“Instantly  that  old  villain  ’accused  my  brother  of  hav¬ 
ing  murdered  me.  Howard  knew  not  who  his  assailant 
was,  but  having  mercifully  escaped  death,  was  arrested. 

“I  discovered  the  plot  against  my  brother,  and  hood¬ 
winked  the  officers  by  having  the  dead  body  of  a  tramp 
found  in  the  woods  identified  as  myself. 

“I  accuse  the  witnesses  for  the  prosecution,  including 
Duval,  of  perjury ;  and  I  accuse  him  of  attempting  my 
brother’s  life  !” 

There  was  an  instant  hubbub  in  the  courtroom,  which 
the  officers  tried  in  vain  to  quell. 

In  the  midst  of  it  there  was  heard  the  report  of  a  pis¬ 
tol,  followed  by  a  heavy  fall. 

Old  Duval,  overcome  with  shame,  had  taken  his  own  life, 
and  now  lay  bathed  in  his  own  blood  dead. 

Poor  Marian  was  at  home  when  his  bodv  was  brought 
in,  and  when  she  learned  of  his  perfidy — for  such  things 
travel  fast — she  swooned. 


Her  reason  left  her,  and  the  brothers  witnessed  the 
melancholy  spectacle  of  a  shattered  mind,  and  saw  her  re¬ 
moved  to  an  asylum  where  she  soon  after  died. 

Then  it  was  learned  that  old  Duval  had  long  intended 
to  ruin  both  brothers,  and  had  paid  men  to  swear  falsely. 

1-Ie  had  not  expected  the  affair  to  turn  out  as  it  did,  and 
overcome  with  shame  and  a  guilty  conscience,  had  acted, 
the  coward’s  part  by  taking  his  own  life. 


The  brothers  left  the  town  never  to  return,  and  in  a 
round  of  business  and  pleasure  tried  to  forget  the  sad  oc¬ 
currences  which  had  followed  so  swiftly  upon  each  other. 

They  journeyed  over  the  world  together,  but  there  was 
always  something  to  remind  them  of  poor  Marian,  and  at 
last  the}  entered  the  armies  of  some  foreign  power,  fought 
side  bv  side,  and  in  a  desperate  encounter  with  the  enemy, 
where  both  displayed  the  highest  bravery,  were  slain  at  the 
very  moment  of  victory. 
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NEWS  OF  THE  DAY 


A  student  at  Beloit  is  literally  skinning  his  way  through 

college.  He  is  Edwin  M.  Dahl  berg.  Cherry  Valley,  Ill., 

a  senior,  and  he  has  earned  a  large  portion  of  his  college 

expenses  by  trapping  muskrats  on  the  Rock  River,  near 

Beloit,  Wis.  Dahlberg  began  to  emulate  Daniel  Boone  last 

fall.  He  set  a  string  of  traps  along  the  river  above  the 

city.  Every  morning  he  would  visit  them,  starting  out 

in  his  canoe  at  5  o’clock.  Drifting  downstream,  he  would 

skin  his  catches  on  the  wav  back  to  Beloit.  He  cured 

%/ 

the  pelts  on  some  rafters  in  the  men’s  dormitory,  which 
sometimes  were  upholstered  by  several  hundred  skins  at  a 
time. 


The  tresses  of  a  young  woman  are  worth  $20,000  to  her 
as  an  asset  in  the  inventory  of  her  charms,  a  jury  in  Jus¬ 
tice  Kelby’s  part  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  Kings  County, 
X.  Y.,  decided.  A  verdict  for  that  amount  was  returned 
in  the  case'  of  Marv  Havnes  of  Xo.  345  Court  street, 
Brooklyn,  against  her  former  employers,  Cook  &  Cook,  sta¬ 
tionery  manufacturers,  DeKalb  avenue  and  Steuben  street, 
Brooklyn,  X.  Y.  Miss  Haynes  was  at  a  washstand  ar¬ 
ranging  her  hair,  when  it  was  caught  in  some  shafting.  It 
was  pulled  out  by  the  roofs.  Besides'  the  $20,000,  the 
girl's  father  received  a  verdict  for  $1,000  for  loss  of  her 
services.  1 


Among  the  many  incongruities  of  the  present  campaign 
not  the  least  strange  contrast  is  that  between  the  waging 
of  trench  warfare  and  the  gardening  which  is  carried  on  in 
many  places  by  the  British  soldier.  The  gardens,  which 
are  mostly  near  the  dugouts,  are  not  of  a  very  ambitious 
order,  but  when  circumstances  permit,  considerable  care 
'  is  devoted  to  their  cultivation.  In  some  cases  the  small 
plots  of  growing  primroses  and  daffodils  are  not  more  than 
.  200  yards  from  the  enemy,  close  behind  the  breast-work 
protecting  their  owners  from  the  bullets  which  whistle 
overhead  and  bury  themselves  with  a  vicious  thud  in  the 
sandbags  a  few  feet  away. 


Martial  law  has  made  it  a  dangerous  matter  for  the  ped¬ 
dlers  of  adulterated  liquor  to  attempt  business  near  the 
British  encampment  to  Egypt.  By  proclamation,  Lieut. - 
Gen.  Sir  J.  Maxwell  has  empowered  special  officers  to  en¬ 
ter  and  inspect  any  establishment  suspected  of  selling  bad 
liquor  within  a  radius  of  five  miles  of  any  place  where 
British  troops  are  stationed.  Any  person  found  selling 
adulterated  or  inferior  alcoholic  drinks  is  liable  to  im¬ 
prisonment,  fine  and  loss  of  license.  Egypt  is  in  normal 
times  filled  with  imitation  liquors,  wines  and  beers  of  such 
a  poisonous  nature  that  the  drinkers  go  insane.  Loth  the 
health  and  discipline  of  the  troops  was  affected  by  this 
in 'mace,  now  removed,  in  the  early  days  of  the  war. 


E.  B.  Baldwin  gave  a  dinner  at  Marshallville,  Ga.,  to 
<■  lever  of  his  father’s  former  slaves.  He  himself  remem¬ 
ber  t  the  closing  days  of  the  Confederacy.  He  and  his 

O  0 


brother,  W.  P.  Baldwin,  wore  aprons  and  served  as  butlers. 
The  guests,  six  old  “mammies”  and  five  negro  men,  were 
ushered  into  the  large  dining-room  and  seated  at  tables. 
The  dinner  had  been  directed  bv  the  best  cook  in  South 

v 

Georgia.  W.  P.  Baldwin  offered  a  prayer  of  thanksgiving 
that  brought  tears  to  the  eyes  of  all.  One  of  the  oldest 
“mammies”  delivered  a  temperance  lecture,  and  when  she 
sat  down  the  sister  sitting  next  to  her  said:  “Shaw!  I 
drink  whisky  whenebber  1  gits  it.  I  went  to  Miss  John¬ 
son’s  to-dav,  and  ast  her  for  a  drink  and  she  gibs  me  a 
tumbler  plumb  full.  If  it  hadn’t  been  for  manners  I’d  ast 
her  fer  annudder.”  As  they  said  goodby,  the  oldest  of 
the  men  expressed  the  sentiments  of  the  guests:  “Ef  I 
alius  felt  as  good  ez  1  do  now,  I’d  nebber  want  to  go  ter 
hebben.” 


As  chemist  and  bacteriologist  of ’the  Water  Department, 
Thomas  W.  Melia  has  decided  officiallv  that  the  recent 

J 

deaths  of  about  200  carp  and  a  few  perch  in  Kissena  Lake, 
Flushing,  L.  I.,  were  caused  by  drowning.  When  the 
fish  were  found  floating  on  the  lake  there  were  sensational 
reports  that  they  had  been  poisoned.  Then  a  subtle  hu¬ 
morist  suggested  they  had  committed  suicide.  But  upon 
a  thorough  investigation  Mr.  Melia  discovered  no  foreign 
element  that  would  have  caused  the  deaths.  He  learned 
that  in  a  lake  in  Xew  Jersey  in  1906  there  prevailed  con¬ 
ditions  like  those  that  confront  the  Queens  Park  Depart¬ 
ment.  The  fish  in  the  Xew  Jersey  lake  died  from  no 
apparent  cause.  Experiments  were  conducted  and  it  was 
found  that  the  annual  changes  in  the  water,  known  as  “the 
lake  bloom,”  caused  by  sudden  changes  in  the  temperature, 
absorbed  all  the  oxvgen  in  the  water  and  the  fish  were  ac- 
tually  drowned.  Mr.  Melia  found  that  a  similar  condi¬ 
tion  existed  in  Kissena  Lake. 


Oatoma  Creek  is  Montgomery  County’s  favorite  water¬ 
ing  place  and  fishing  resort  in  Alabama,  but  they  are  not 
doing  any  fishing  there  just  now.  The  population  of  that 
section  has  turned  out  en  masse  to  dig  for  buried  treasure. 
A  short  time  ago  the  county  jail  held  four  alleged  train 
robbers,  men  who  were  supposed  to  have  gotten  away  with 
$50,000  in  a  hold-up  of  an  Alabama  Great  Southern  train 
at  Ribbville.  In  their  day  corridor  at  the  jail  was  a.  wild- 
eved,  freckled  and  inquisitive  country  boy  who  hailed  from 
the  banks  of  the  Catoma.  The  boy  administered  a  daily 
third  degree  to  his  companions,  going  something  like  this: 
“Where  do  you  reckon  you  could  find  a  place  to  hide  all 
that  money?”  Tired  of  his  constant  queries,  one  of  the 
suspects  finally  said:  “We  hid  it  at  the  Catoma  Creek 
Bridge;  but  don't  you  tell  anybody.”  The  boy  was  re¬ 
leased  from  jail  a  few  days  afterward.  Since  his  return 
to  Catoma  the  population  has  abandoned  fanning  and 
taken  up  treasure-hunting  as  a  daily  pursuit.  A  hundred 
or  more  fanners  are  digging  up  the  banks  of  the  creek  for 
miles  around  the,  old  bridge,  while  a  wild-eyed,  freckled 
and  inquisitive  youngster  watches  expectantly. 
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INTERESTING  ARTICLES  " 


PEARL  IN  MUSSEL. 

While  digging  mussel  shells  near  his  home  in  Bono 
Township,  Ind.,  George  McClintock  found  a  pearl  that 
weighed  sixteen  grams  in  a  mussel  taken  from 'White 
River.  The  pearl  is  valued  at  $350. 

CHICAGO  WOMEN  WALKING  TO  ’FRISCO. 

Three  young  Chicago  women,  Ruth  Harsley,  Maude 
Bridson  and  Ethel  Rockwell,  and  a  dog,  proudly  strolled 
into  Denver,  Colo.,  recently  on  a  walking  tour  to  San 
Francisco.  Mrs.  Mary  Brothers,  of  Berkeley,  eighty-five 
years  old.  laughed  at  their  achievement  and  challenged 
them  to  a  speed  contest  between  Denver  and  San  Fran¬ 
cisco.  . 


THE  Y AN GTZE-KI A N G. 

Some  estimates  of  the  discharge  of  this  great  river  and 
of  the  amount  of  sediment  it  carries  have  recently  been 
published  by  Prof.  Konrad  Keilhack,  of  the  Berlin  School 
of  Mines,  who  visited  the  river  in  September,  1913,  when 
the  stage  of  water  was  unusually  high.  From  measure¬ 
ments  of  depth  made  at  Wusung,  Nanking  and  Hankow, 
and  estimates  of  width  and  velocity,  this  authority  con¬ 
cludes  that  the  discharge  below  Hankow  (685  miles  from 
the  mouth)  amounts  in  time  of  flood  to  3,500,000  cubic 
feet  per  second.  The  annual  mean  is  estimated  at  1,750,- 
000  cubic  feet  per  second.  Filtration  measurements  made 
at  the  month,  near  Wusung,  taken  in  conjunction  with 
the  above  figures  for  discharge,  indicate  an  annual  trans¬ 
port  of  sediment  at  the  average  rate  of  37,500  pounds  per 
second,  or  a  total  of  584,000,000  tons  per  annum. 


MISS  JOLLY,  WEIGHT  587  POUNDS. 

The  Union  Station,  Kansas  City,  Mo.,  was  turned  into 
a  big  side  show  and  several  persons  missed  their  trains 
in  an  effort  to  get  a  look  at  Mrs.  M.  A.  Gowdy,  sixteen 
years  old,  weight  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  ton,  or,  to  be 
exact,*  587  pounds.  Aside  from  being  the  “biggest  girl  in 
the  world/’  Mrs.  Gowdy  is  a  bride.  Until  recently,  when 
she  was  wedded  to  Gowdy,  tail,  lank  and  weighing  118 
pounds,  she  was  Miss  Josie  Jolly. 

“It  may  be  nobody  loves  a  fat  man,  but  there’s  men 
who  love  fat  women — didn’t  1  catch  a  husband?”  said 
Mrs.  Gowdy. 

*  1  don  t  see  why  women  who  are  fat  are  forever  com¬ 
plaining.  1  am  satisfied.  I  like  to  be  fat.  You  don’t 
<  at<  h  me  rolling  around  on  the  floor  or  taking  any  of 
these  new-fangled  exercises  to  reduce.  I  want  all  I’ve  got 
and  l  11  not  object  to  more  weight.” 

J  ust  to  show  sin?  could  “step  about  a  bit,”  Mrs.  Gowdy 
did  a  g<* nuiue  buck- and -wing  dance  for  a  select  audience 
in  Miss  Anna  Shelton’s  hairdressing  parlor  in  the  station. 


THE  “SLOW  BALL” 

Tbe  most  successful  curve  is  the  outdrop,  because  it 
curves  outward  and  downward,  and,  therefore,  is  difficult 
to  iiit  squarely,  says  a  contributor  to  Boys’  Life.  The 


slow  ball  is  something  every  pitcher  should  have  if  he 
would  be  successful.  Nothing  worries  a  good  batter  so 
much  as  to  face  a  pitcher  who  is  known  to  have  a  good 
slow  ball  to  mix  with  his  fast  ones.  Remember,  however, 
to  use  the  slow  ball  very  seldom  against  a  weak  hitter;  it  is 
the  good  hitter  against  whom  it  works  most  successfully. 

The  slow  ball  is  the  most  difficult  of  all  deliveries  to 
master,  but  its  effectiveness  is  well  Worth  any  amount  of 
time  spent  on  it.  This  ball  is  most  difficult  to  hit  when 
thrown  across  the  base  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  batter’s 
knee;  then  there  is  a  tendency  for  the  batter  to  hit  on 
top  of  it,  driving  it  weakly  on  the  ground.  It  is  only 
after  a  careful  study  of  the  batters  that  the  pitcher  can 
know  when  to  use  the  slow  ball.  Usually  batters  who  take 
long  swings  at  the  ball  have  difficulty  in  hitting  it. 

Pitching,  from  beginning  to  end,  involves  the  pitcher 
and  the  batter  in  a  battle  of  wits. 

The  pitcher  should  hold  and  deliver  all  balls  as  nearly 
alike  as  possible  to  prevent  the  batter  from  solving  the 
delivery.  For  instance,  if  the  pitcher  delivers  the  fast  ball 
with  an  overhand  motion,  he  should  throw  his  curve  and 
slow  ball  the  same  way.  If  he  uses  the  overhand  delivery 
for  his  fast  ball,  and  a  side-arm  motion  for  the  curve,  it 
won’t  take  an  opposing  team  long  to  find  it  out;  and  then 
they  can  always  tell  ahead  of  time  just  what  to  expect. 

ASPHYXIATING  BOMBS. 

A  dispatch  to  the  Morning  Post,  London,  from  a  cor¬ 
respondent  with  the  French  army  at  Chalons  on  the  Marne 
says: 

“A  few  days  back  the  Germans  succeeded  in  scoring  to 
a  certain  extent  by  using  asphyxiating  bombs.  The  French 
have  not  been  long  in  finding  a  reply  to  these  weapons.  If 
the  Germans  mean  to  use  poisonous  ’gases  in  warfare  the 
French  are  ready  to  retaliate  with  weapons  which  should 
prove  very  effective,  though  it  in  no  way  contravenes  the 
Hague  conventions. 

“This  weapon  consists  of  a  hand  grenade  filled  with 
certain  chemicals  which,  when  released,  produce  a  sns 
that  has  no  deadly  effects,  but  is  powerful  enough  to  para¬ 
lyze  a  man  several  minutes. 

“As  an  experiment  two  of  these  grenades  were  thrown 
into  a  narrow  lane  between  two  walls  that  might  fairly 
be  taken  to  represent  a  trench.  When  the  gases  had  been 
released  a  company  of  infantry'  was  ordered  to  advance  up 
the  lane,  and  I  accompanied  them.  When  the  first  ranks 
came  within  the  zone  of  the  fumes  they  stopped  suddenly 
and  beat  a  hasty  retreat,  fighting  their  way  through  the 
men  behind  them,  absolutely  blinded  by  tears  running 
down  their  cheeks.  The  fumes  produce  such  a  violent 
smarting  of  the  eyes  and  nose  that  it  would  be  hopeless 
to  try  to  use  a  weapon  while  under  their  influence 

“These  bombs  have  not  vet  been  used  and  will  only  »*e 
employed  if  the  Germans  make  any  further  use  of  asphvxi- 
ating  gas.  Besides  the  newly-invented  gas  bomb  the 
French  have  various  forms  of  bombs  and  "bomb-thrower* 
for  use  in  the  trenches.” 


MYSTERIOUS  PLATE  xTFTER. 

Made  of  fine  rubber, 
with  bulb  on  one  end 
and  inflator  at  other. 
Place  it  under  a  table 
cover,  under  plate  or 
glass,  and  bulb  is  pressed 
underneath,  object  rises 
mysteriously;  40  ins. 
long.  Price,  25e..  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26tli  St„  N.  Y. 

TRICK  PUZZLE  PURSE. 

The  first  attempt  usually  made 
to  open  it,  is  to  press  down  the 
little  knob  in  the  center  of  the 
purse,  when  a  small  needle  runs 
out  and  stabs  them  in  the  fin¬ 
ger,  but  does  not  open  It.  You 
can  open  it  before  their  eyes  and  still  they 
will  be  unable  to  open  it. 

Price,  25c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 
C.  BE1IR.  150  W.  6 2d  St.,  New  York  City.  : 

.RAVELLING  JOKE. 

Yards  upon  yards  of  laughs. 
Don’t  miss  it!  Everyone  falls  for 
this  one.  It  consists  of  a  nice  lit- 
i  '  \  C&l  tie  bobbin  around  which  is  wound 
a  spool  of  thread.  You  pin  the 
^5  bobbin  under  the  lapel  of  your  coat, 
and  pull  the  end  of  the  thread 
through  your  button  hole,  then 
watch  youi  friends  try  to  pick  the 
piece  of  thread  off  your  coat. 
Enough  said!  G9-  cue!  Price,  12c.  each,  by 
mail.  Postage  stamps  taken  same  as  money. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

THE  TOM-TOM  DRUM. 

Hold  the  drum  in  one  hand 
ind  with  the  thumb  of  the  other 
resting  against  the  side  of  the 
drum  manipulate  the  drumstick 
with  the  fingers  of  the  same 
hand  (as  indicated  in  the  cut). 
With  practice  it  is  possible  to 
attain  as  great  skill  as  with  a  real  drum.  The 
movable  sounding  board  can  be  adjusted  for 
either  heavy  or  light  playing.  They  are  used 
extensively  in  schools  for  marching. 

Price,  10c.  each,  delivered  free. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 

TRICK  COIN 
HOLDER.  —  The 

coin  holder  is  at¬ 
tached  to  a  ring, 
made  so  as  to  fit 
anyone’s  f-inger. 
The  holder  clasp3 
tightly  a  25c.  piece. 
When  the  ring  is 
placed  on  the  finger  with  the  coin  showing  on 
the  palm  of  the  hand  and  offered  in  change  it 
cannot  be  picked  up.  A  nice  way  to  tip  people. 

Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  10c.  each. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

PIN  MOUSE. 

It  is  made  of  cast  metal  and 
has  the  exact  color,  shape  and 
size  of  a  live  mouse.  Pinned  on 
your  or  somebody  else’s  clothes, 
will  have  a  startling  effect  upon 
the  spectators.  The  screaming 
fun  had  by  this  little  novelty,  especially  in  the 
presence  of  ladies,  is  more  than  can  be  im¬ 
agined'.  If  a  cat  happens  to  be  there,  there’s 
no  other  fun  to  be  compared  with  it. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid;  3  for  20c. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 

THE  MAGIC!  CIGAR  CASE. 

A  beautiful  and  per¬ 
fect  cigar  case,  made 
of  Imitation  alligator 
and  sealskin  leather; 
worth  a  quarter  as  a 
cigar  case  alone.  It 
can  be  shown  full  of 
cigars  and  instantly 
handed  to  a  person, 
who,  upon  opening  it,  finds  only  an  empty 
case.  The  box  has  a  secret  spring  and  a 
double  case,  and  can  be  operated  only  by  one 
in  the  secret.  Full  printed  Instructions  sent 
■with  each  case.  Every  smoker  should  have 
one.  Price,  20c.;  2  for  35c.  by  mail,  postpaid; 

B'klyn,  X.  Y. 

HANDY  TOOL 

Every  boy  should  possess 
one  of  these  har.dy  little  in¬ 
struments.  It  consists  of  a 
buttonhook,  a  cigar-cutter, 
scissors,  key-ring  and  bottle- 
opener,  all  In  one.  The 
steel  is  absolutely  Utiaran- 
teed.  Small  catches  bold  It 
so  that  it  cannot  open  in  the 
pocket.  Price  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid,  15  cents  each. 


TOBACCO  HABIT 


CONQUERED 
IN  3  DAYS 

_  .  _  ir  lor  tobacco  or  snuff  habit,  in  72  hours.  It  la  mild,  pleasant,  strengthen- 

ing.  Oreroouies  that  peculiar  nervousness  anti  craving  tor  cigarettes,  cigars,  pipe,  chewing  tobacco  or  snuff. 
One  tnan  in  10  can  use  tobacco  without  apparent  injury;  to  the  other  9  it  Is  poisonous  Sc  seriously  Injurious  to  health 
in  several  ways,  causing  such  disorders  as  nervous  dyspepsia,  sleeplessness,  gas,  belching,  gnawing,  or  other  uncom¬ 
fortable  sensation  in  stomach;  constipation,  headache,  weak  eyes,  loss  of  vigor,  red  spots  on  0  ~ 

shin,  throat  irritation,  asthma,  bronchitis,  heart  failure,  lung  trouble,  catarrh,  melan.  5  lOr 
choly,  neurasthenia,  impotency,  loss  of  memory  and  will  power,  impure  (poisoned)  blood,  rheulnatism.  luro-  Oil  I  M  I  NQ 
bago,  sciatica,  neutrltls,  heartburn,  torpid  liver,  loss  of  appetite,  bad  teeth,  foul  breath,  ennervatlon,  lassitude,  P*”"1 
lack  of  ambition,  falling  out  of  hair,  baldness,  and  many  other  disorders.  It  is  unsafe  and  torturing  to  attempt  YOUn 
to  cure  yourself  of  tobacco  or  snuff  habit  by  sudden  stopping— don't  do  it.  The  correct  method  is  to  eliminate  the  nicotine  lire 
C  U  JS  E  “if  poison  from  the  system,  strengthen  the  weakened,  irritated  membranes  and  nerves  and  genuinely  overcome 
W  fe  W  s8  I  the  craving.  You  can  quit  tobacco  and  enjoy  yourself  a  thousand  times  better  while  feeling  always  in  robust  health.  My 
Uf  Eg)  R*  p  PEEK  book  tells  all  about  the  wonderful  8  days  Method.  Inexpensive,  reliable.  Also  Secret  Method  for  conquer¬ 
or  ffv  Kb  Itaa  ing  habit  in  another  without  his  knowledge.  Pull  particulars  including  my  book  on  Tobacco  and  Snuff  Habit 
mailed  in  plain  wrapper,  free.  Don't  delav.  Keep  this:  shew  to  others.  This  adv.  may  not  appear  again.  Mention  if  you  smoke  or  chew. 

EDWARD  J.  WOODS,  228  F,  Station  E,  Mew  York,  H.  Y. 


Address  : 


BOYS 

20-Si 
Pistol 


You  can  have 
$50,  worth  of| 
fun  with  this 

Shot  26c 


Just  out  and  Bolling  like  hot 
cakes.  Tho  Star  Automatic  Repealing  Pistol 
shoots  20  times  without  reloading.  Uses 
ord  in  ary  B  Ballot.  Fine  blue  steel  finish,  per¬ 
fectly  made.  For  indoor  or  outdoor  target 
practice.  Postpaid  25  cents  each.  Address 
STAR  CO.,  33  Clinton  St.,  CHICAGO,  ILL.. 


A  RAT  FEVER  REMEDY  Bent  by 
express  to  you  on  Free  Trial.  If 
it  cures  send  $1;  if  not,  don’t. 
Give  express  office.  Write  today. 
"NS,  837  Poplar  St.  Sidney.Ohio 


Wizard  Repeating  LIQUID  PISTOL 


Guaranteed 

Will  stop  the  most  vicious  dog(or 
man)  without  permanent  injury. 

Perfectly  safe  to  carry  without  dan¬ 
ger  of  leakage.  Fires  and  recharges 
by  pulling  trigger.  Loads  from  any 
liquid.  No  cartridges  required.  Over 
six  shots  in  one  loading.  All  dealers, 
or  by  mail,  50c.  Pistol  with  rubber- 
covered  holster,  55c.  Holsters  separate,  lOo. 
order  or  U.  S.  stamps.  No  coins. 

PARKER,  STEARNS  &  CO.,  -  273  Georgia  Avenue, 


Nickel  Plated 
5  Inches  Long 

Fat'd. 


Money 


Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  FOUNTAIN  RING. 

A  handsome  ring  connected  with  I 
a  rubber  ball  which  Is  concealed  i 
in  the  palm  of  the  hand.  A  gentle  J 
squeeze  forces  water  or  cologne  in  ! 
the  face  of  the  victim  while  he  is  | 
examining  it.  The  ball  can  be  in¬ 
stantly  filled  by  immersing  ring  in  | 
water  same  as  a  fountain  pen  filler. 
Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  12c.  each. 
LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


MINIATURE  COMPASS  CHARM. 

A  beautiful  charm,  to  be 
worn  on  the  watch  chain.  It 
consists  of  a  true  and  perfect 
compass,  to  which  is  attach¬ 
ed,  by  a  pivot,  a  powerful 
magnifying  glass.  When  not 
in  use  the  magnifying  glass  fits  closely  inside 
the  compass  and  is  not  seen.  The  compass  is 
protected  by  a  glass  crystal,  and  Is  hand¬ 
somely  silver-nickel  plated  and  burnished,  pre¬ 
senting  a  very  attractive  appearance.  Here 
you  have  a  reliable  compass,  a  powerful  mag¬ 
nifying  glass,  and  a  handsome  charm,  all  in 
•ne.  It  is  a  Parisian  novelty,  entirely  new. 
Price,  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

H  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


Ride  a  RANGER 

bicycle  and  know  you  have  the  best.  Buy  a 
machine  you  can  prove  before  accepting. 

DELIVERED  FREE  on  approval  and  SO 
days’  trial.  WO  EXPENSE  to  you  if,  after 
trial  you  do  not  wish  to  keep  it.  .»  I 
LOW  FACTORY  COST,  great  improve¬ 
ments  and  values  never  before  equalled ,r  i 
WRITE  TODAY  for  our  beg  catalog 
showing  our  complete  line  of  1915  bicycles, 
TIRES,  sundries  and  parts,  and  learn  the 
wonderful  new  offers  and  terms  we  will 
give  you.  Auto  and  Motorcycle  Supplies  at  factory 
to  ueer  prices.  Do  not  buy  until  you  know  what 
we  can  do  for  you.  A  postal  card  brings  everything. 

MEAD  CYCLE  CO.,  DEPT, u  issCHSCAGQ 

September  fVlorn 

WATCH  FOB.  Exactly  like  illustration. 

The  latest  fob  out.  Has  bewitching  littls 
figure  of  MissMSeptember  Morn”  handsome¬ 
ly  embossed  on  heavy  metal  plate.  Beautiful 
oxidized  silver  finish.  Size  of  medal  x^  x 
i %.  Genuine  black  leather  strap.  Boys,  a 
real  work  of  art.  Classy,  alluring.  Hakes 
’em  all  take  notice.  Agents  wanted  every¬ 
where.  Dandy  sample  fob  and  our  great 
easy  money  proposition  to  hustlers  scut 

Postpaid  25  cents. 

.  NOVEL  JEWELRY  CO. 

144  Lewis  Block  Buffalo,  N.Y. 

GREENBACKS 

Pack  of  $1,000  Stage  Bills,  10c;  3  packs,  26c.  Send  for 
a  pack  and  show  the  boys  what  a  WAD  you  carry. 

C.  A.  NICHOLS,  JR.,  Box  90,  Chili,  N.  Y. 

BASEBALL  CURVER 

Fits  the  hand,  cannot  be  seen,  witn  it  yon  can 
throw  Big  Wide  curves.  Also  our  illustrated 
booklet  telling  how  to  Fitch  all  kinds  of  curves. 
Boys,  get  this  Base  Ball  curver  and  you  can  Fan 
’Em  as  fast  as  they  come  to  Bat,  By  maillOcto* 
3  for  25cSs  and  big  catalog  of  300  Novelties. 

Be  our  Agent  in  your  town,  we  will  sell  you* 
dozen  for  60  Cents. 

Excelsior  Novelty  Co,, Box  22, Mt,  Vernon,  Bf.T* 


FRANK  SMITH 


333  Umx  Av*. 


Haw  York  City 


BLACK-EY®  JOKE. 

New  and  ®rrtusing  joker.  Tho 
victim  is  told  to  hold  the  tuba 
close  to  his  eyfe  to  as  to  exclud® 
all  light  from  the  back,  and  then 
to  remove  the  tube  until  pictures 
appear  in  the  center.  In  trying 
to  locate  the  pictures  he  will  re¬ 
ceive  the  finest  black-eye  you  ever 
saw.  We  furnish  a  small  box  of 
hlaokening  preparation  with  each 
tube,  so  the  joke  can  be  used  in¬ 
definitely.  Those  not  in  the  triok 
will  be  caught  every  time.  Abso¬ 
lutely  harmless.  Price  by  mail  15c.  each; 
2  for  25c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


THE  DEVIL’S  CARD  TRICK. — From  three 
cards  held  In  the  hand  anyone  is  asked  to 
mentally  select  one.  All  three  cards  are 
placed  in  a  hat  and  the  performer  removes 
first  the  two  that  the  audience  did  not  select 
and  passing  the  hat  to  them  their  card  has 
mysteriously  vanished.  A  great  climax; 
highly  recommended.  Price,  10c. 

I  RANK  SMITH,  533  Lenox  Ave..  N.  ¥. 


fifalmEM  Habit 
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No  craving  for  tobacco  in  any  form 
immediately  upon  talcing  Tobacco  Re¬ 
deemer.  Don’t  try  to  quit  the  tobacco  *■ 
habit  unaided.  It’s  a  losing  fight  against 
heavy  odds  and  means  a  serious  shock  to  the 
nervous  system.  Let  the  tobacco  habit 
quit  YOU.  It  will  quit  you,  if  you  will 
just  take  Tobacco  Redeemer,  according 
to  directions,  for  two  or  three  days.  It  is 
the  most  marvelously  quick  and  thorough¬ 
ly  reliable  remedy  for  the  tobacco  habit 
the  world  has  ever  known. 

Not  a  Substitute 

Tobacco  Redeemer  Is  absolutely  harm¬ 
less  and  contains  no  habit-forming  drugs 
of  any  kind.  It  is  In  no  sense  a  substitute 
for  tobacco.  After  finishing  the  treatment 
you  have  absolutely  no  desire  to  use  to¬ 
bacco  again  or  to  continue  the  use  of  the 
remedy.  It  quiets  the  nerves,  and  will 
raako  you  feel  better  in  every  way.  It  makes  not 
a  particle  of  difference  how  long  you  have  been 
using  tobacco,  how  much  you  useorin  what  form 
you  use  it— whether  you  smoke  cigars,  cigarettes, 
pipe, chewplugorfinecutoruso  snuff.  Tobacco 
Redeemer  will  positively  banish  every  trace  of 
desire  in  from  48  to  72  hours.  This  we  absolutely 
guarantee  in  every  case  or  money  refunded. 

Write  today  for  our  freo  booklet  showing  the 
deadly  effect  of  tobacco  upon  the  human  system 
anti  positive  proof  that  Tobacco  Redeemer  will 
quickly  free  you  of  the  habit.  < 

NEWELL  PHARMACAL  COMPANY 

438  St.  Louis,  Mo.  ^ 


C.  BLUR,  ir»o  YV. 


3  U  M  PING  CARD  — A 

pretty  little  trick,  easy  to 
perform.  Effect:  A  select¬ 
ed  card  returned  to  the 
deck  jumps  high  into  the 
air  at  the  performer’s  com- 
mend.  Pack  is  held  in  one 
hand.  Price  of  apparatus, 
with  enough  cards  to  per¬ 
form  the  trick,  10c. 

62<1  St.,  New  York  City. 


THE  PHANTOM  FINGER. 


T 


As  these  fingers  are  cast  in 
moulds  in  which  a  person’s  fin¬ 
gers  have  been  encased,  they  are 
a  lifelike  model  of  the  same.  The 
finger  can  be  made  to  pass 
through  a  person’s  hat  or  coat 
without  injury  to  the  hat  or  gar¬ 
ment.  It  appears  to  be  your  own 
finger.  A  perfect  illusion.  Price, 
15c.;  2  for  25c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  .  20  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


GET  JL  LOCUST. 

Clicks  like  a  tele¬ 
graph  soundei  Tho 
best  rooter  made,  for 
Baseball  Games, 
Meetings,  and  Sport¬ 
ing  Events.  Just  the 
thing  to  make  a  big 
noise.  So  small  you 
can  carry  It  In  your  vest  pocket,  but  it  is  as 
good  as  a  brass  hand,  made  o.  lacquered 
metal,  and  stamped  to  look  exactly  like  a 
locust.  It  is  as  ornamental  as  it  is  useful. 
Suitable  for  young  and  old.  Price,  12c.  each. 


by  mail. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  3. 


HUMAN  ATONE. 

The  Improved  Hu- 
manatone.  This  flute 
will  be  found  to  be 
the  most  enjoyable 
article  ever  offered; 
nickel  plated,  finely 
polished;  each  put 
up  in  a  box  with  full 
instruction  how  to 
use  them.  Price, 
18c.,  postpaid. 

FRANK  SMITH, 
J83  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


MAGI  2  MIRROR. 

Fat  and  lean  funny  faces.  By 
looking  in  these  mirrors  upright 
your  features  become  narrow  and 
elongated.  Look  into  it  sidewise 
and  >our  phiz  broadens  out  in 
the  most  comical  manner.  Size 
314x2,4  inches,  in  a  handsome  imi¬ 
tation  morocco  race. 

Price,  10c.  each,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  YV.  26th  St..  N.  Y  . 


MAMAS.  i 

This  Interesting  toy  is 
one  of  the  latest  novelties 
out.  It  is  in  great  de¬ 
mand.  To  operate  it,  the 
stem  is  placed  in  your 
mouth.  You  can  blow 
into  it,  and  at  the  same 
time  pull  or  jerk  lightly 
on  the  string.  The  mouth  opens,  and  it  then 
cries  ‘‘Ma-ma,”  just  exactly  in  the  tones  of  a 
real,  live  baby.  The  soun$  is  so  human  that 
It  would  deceive  anybody. 

Price  12c.  each  by  mail. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  YV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


NOISY  HANDKERCHIEF. 

A  great  deal  of  amusement 
may  be  had  with  this  little 
article.  It  imitates  the  blow¬ 
ing  of  the  nose  exactly,  except 
that  the  noise  **;  magnified  at 
least  a  dozen  times,  and 
sounds  like  the  bass-horn  in  a 
German  band.  This  device  is 
used  by  simply  placing  it  between  the  teeth 
and  blowing.  The  harder  the  ,blow  the  louder 
the  noise.  Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 
H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

THE  CANADIAN  WONDER  CARD  TRICK. 

Astonishing,  wonderful, 
and  perplexing!  Have  you 
seen  them?  Any  child  can 
work  them,  and  yet,  what 
they  do  is  so  amusing  that 
the  sharpest  people  on  earth 
are  fooled.  We  cannot  tell 
you  what  they  do,  or  others 
would  get  next  and  spoil  the 
fun.  Just  get  a  set  and  read  the  directions. 
The  results  will  startle  your  friends  and 
utterly  mystify  them.  A  genuine  good  thing 
if  you  wish  to  have  no  end  of  amusement. 

Price  by  mail,  10c. 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


MARBLE  VASE. 

A  clever  and  puzzling  effect, 
easy  to  do;  the  apparatus  can 
be  minutely  examined.  Effect; 
A  marble  can  be  made  to  pas* 
from  the  hand  into  the  closed 
vase,  which  a  moment  before 
.  ...  ,  wa«  shown  empty.  This  is  a 

beautiful  enameled  turned  wood  vase. 

„  _  Price.  20c. 

H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St.,  13’klyn,  N.  Y. 


Made  of  natural  white 
wood  turned,  with  two 
compartments;  a  round, 
black  ball  fits  on  those 
compartments;  the  other 
is  a  stationary  ball.  By  a 
little  practice  you  mako 
the  black  ball  vanish;  a 
great  trick  novelty  and  immerse  seller. 

Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  YV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


NEW  YORK  IN  A  NUTSHELL. 

25  Colored  Views  of  the 
Big  City  in  an  English 
walnut  shell,  prettily 
hinged  with  ribbon,  to 
which  a  small  tag  is  at¬ 
tached.  The  nut  con¬ 
tains  25  beautifully  litho¬ 
graphed  views  of  the 
principal  points  of  in¬ 
terest  in  and  around  New 
York  City.  You  can  ad¬ 
dress  the  tag,  put  on  a  stamp,  and  mail  it.  A 
nice  souvenir  to  mail  to  your  distant  friends. 
Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  YY\  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  LITTLE  GEM  TELEPHONE. 

The  transmitter  In 
this  telephone  is 
made  from  the  best 
imported  parchment; 
with  ordinary  use 
will  last  a  long  time; 
can  be  made  in  any 
length  by  adding 
cord;  the  only  real 
telephone  for  the 
money;  each  one  put  up  in  a  neat  box;  fully 
ilustrated,  with  full  directions  how  to  use 
them.  Price,  12c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


WANT  YOU 


TO  READ 


“Moving  Picture  Stories” 

A  Weekly  Magazine  devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players  ::  Absolutely  the  finest  little  publication  on  the  news-stands 

mrpR ICE  5  CENTS  A  COPY 


ISSUED  EVERY  FRIDAY 

BEAUTIFUL  COLORED  COVER  DESIGNS 


THIRTY-TWO  PAGES 
FINE  HALF-TONE  FRONTISPIECES 


Now  portraits  of  actors  and  aotresses  ©very  week  -  Get  a  oopy  of  this  weekly  magazine  and  see  what  It  Is 

EVERY  NUMBER  CONTAINS 

Six  Gripping  Stories,  based  on  the  latest  and  beat  films,  each  profusely  illustrated  with  fine  half-tcnes  of  scenes  In  the 

plays. 

Photographs  and  Biographies  of  the  most  celebrated  Photoplay  actors  and  actresses. 

Special  Articles  relating  to  Moving  Pictures,  written  by  the  greatest  authorities  in  the  film  business. 

News  Notes  from  the  studios  about  the  doings  of  everybody  of  prominence  connected  with  the  Photoplays. 

Scenario  Hints  and  the  names  of  all  the  companies  who  may  buy  the  plays  you  write. 

L’oerna,  Jingles,  Jests  and  every  bright  feature  calculated  to  interest  both  young  and  old. 

GET  A  COPY  NOW  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  5  cents  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will  mail 

you  the  latest  number  issued. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher 

163  West  23d  Street 


New  York 


* 


. 


- LATEST  ISSUES - 

616  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mad  Miner;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Secret 

of  the  Cliffs. 

617  Young  Wild  West  and  "Gold  Dust  Bill”  ;  or.  The  Man  With  the 

Yellow  Streak. 

618  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Death  Brand;  or,  Arietta’s  Great  Risk. 

619  Young  Wild  West's  Pawnee  Pursuit;  or.  The  White  Flower  of 

the  Redskins. 

6120  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Mexican  Man  Trap ;  or,  Arietta  in 
the  Robbers’  Den. 

621  Young  Wild  West’s  Lively  Lariat ;  or.  Roping  the  Rustlers. 

622  Young  Wild  West’s  Duel  With  a  Dozen  ;  or,  Arietta’s  Only 

Chance. 

623  Young  Wild  West  Trailing  a  Treasure  :  or.  Outwitting  the  Road 

Agents. 

624  Young  Wild  West  Ruling  a  Ranch  ,  or.  Arietta  and  the  Cowgirls. 

625  Young  Wild  West’s  Straight  Shot ;  or,  Cornered  in  a  Chasm. 

626  Young  Wild  West’s  Mexican  Mine;  or,  Arietta  Breaking  a  Siege. 

627  Young  Wild  West’s  Hottest  Trail  ;  or,  Winning  a  Big  Reward. 

628  Young  Wild  West  Tracking  a  Horse  Thief ;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Wild  Girl. 

629  Young  Wild  West’s  Apache  Friend  :  or.  The  Hidden  Gold  of  the 

Pecos. 

630  Young  Wild  West’s  Three  Shots ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Rattlesnakes 
681  Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Sky  Pilot ; ;”  or.  The  Ropers  of  Rough 

ana-Ready  Ranch. 

632  Young  Wild  West’s  Lucky  Drop  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Outlaws 

•  3  3  Young  Wild  West’s  Wild  West  Show;  or.  Caught  in  the  European 

War. 

•  3  4  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Kaiser;  or.  The  Big  Show  in  Berlin. 

•  3  5  Young  Wild  West  Under  Fire;  or.  Skirmishing  on  the  French 

Frontier. 

•  3  6  Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Red  Cross;  or.  The  Crown  Prince’s 

Gratitude. 


63  7  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Servian;  or.  The  Shot  That  Saved  a 
General. 

638  Young  Wild  West’s  Neutrality;  or,  Accused  by  Germans  and  Allies. 

63  9  Young  Wild  West  and  the  French  Spy;  or,  The  Honor  of  aD 

American. 

64  0  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Forts;  or,  Outwitting  a  Russian  Captain. 

641  Young  WTild  West  and  the  Sharpshooters;  or,  Arietta  and  the 

Hindoos. 

642  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Flooded  Trenches;  or.  Saving  a  Belgian 

Town. 

643  Young  Wild  West  Along  the  Yser  ;  or,  Arietta’s  Wonderful  Shot. 

644  Young  Wild  West  and  General  Von  Kluck  ;  or.  The  Treasure  of 

the  Ruins 

645  Young  Wild  West’s  Luck  :  or,  Striking  It  Rich  at  the  Hills. 

646  Young  Wild  West’s  Victory  ;  or,  The  Road  Agents’  Last  Hold  Up. 

647  Young  Wild  West’s  Pluck  ;  or,  Bound  to  Beat  the  "Bad"  Men. 

648  Young  IV ild  West's  Best  Shot ;  or,  The  Rescue  of  Arietta. 

649  Young  Wild  West  at  Devil  Creek ;  or.  Helping  to  Boom  a  New 

Town. 

650  Young  Wild  West’s  Surprise  ;  or,  The  Indian  Chief’s  Legacy. 

651  Young  Wild  West  Missing ;  or,  Saved  By  an  Indian  Princess. 

652  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Detective;  or,  The  Red  Riders  of  the 

Range. 

653  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Stake  ;  or,  The  Jealousy  of  Arietta. 

654  Young  Wild  West’s  Nerve  ;  or,  The  Nine  Golden  Bullets. 

655  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Tenderfoot ;  or,  A  New  Yorker  in  the 

W  6St. 

656  Young  Wild  West’s  Triumph  ;  or,  Winning  Against  Great  Odds. 

657  Young  Wild  West’s  Strategy ;  or,  The  Comanche  Chief’s  Last 

Raid. 

658  Young  Wild  West’s  Grit ;  or,  The  Ghost  of  Guantlet  Gulch. 

659  Young  Wild  West’s  Big  Day  ;  or,  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston. 

660  Young  Wild  West’s  Great  Scheme ;  or.  The  Building  of  a  Railroad. 

♦ 


For  »ale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy.  In  money  or  postage  stamps.  Dy 

FRANK  T0TJSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WAJVT  JlNY  BylCK  NUMBERS 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Write  out  and 
fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  mail. 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

FRANK  T0TJSEY,  Publisher, . -  -  -  *  -  168  Wtjst  23d  St.,  New  York, 


No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle 
•f  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
oharms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 
cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full 
instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks  of 
the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illu¬ 
sions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magicians; 
every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and 
wiles  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and 
hat  flirtation,  It  contains  a  full  list  of  the 
language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of 
this  little  book.  It  contains  full  instructions 
in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  com¬ 
plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
as  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 
. — Giving  full  instruction  for  the  use  of  dumb¬ 
bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizontal 
bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing 
a  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty 
illustrations. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  Illustrated  and  containing  full  instruc¬ 
tions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paro- 
oquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  *.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelli¬ 
gent  boy  reading  this  book  of  instructions  can 
master  the  art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun 
for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  greatest 
book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self- 
defense  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
Illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  instruc¬ 
tive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. 
— A  most  complete  little  book,  containing  full 
directions  for  writing  love-letters,  and  when 
to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for 
young  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
LADIES. — Giving  complete  Instructions  for 
writing  letters  to  ladles  on  all  subjects;  also 
letters  of  Introduction,  notes  and  requests 

No.  18  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF 

For  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, 


ETIQUETTE. — It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  com¬ 
plete  hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVEN¬ 
ING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever 
published.  It  contains  full  instructions  about 
guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fish¬ 
ing,  together  with  description  of  game  and 
fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT— 
Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  former 
assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  the 
secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the 
magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also  giv¬ 
ing  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  W’RITE  LETTERS  TO 

GENTLEMEN. — Containing  full  directions  for 
writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST— 
Containing  full  Instructions  for  all  kinds  of 
gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises.  Em¬ 
bracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor 
W.  Macdonald. 

.  *®-  HOVV  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD 

A  BOAT. — Fully  Illustrated.  Full  Instructions 
are  given  In  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion 
sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
RECITATIONS— Containing  the  most  popula 
■elections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch  dialect 
French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect 
pieces,  together  with  many  standard  readings 
No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  — 
Everyone  is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his 
future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness 
or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell 
by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buj  one  and 
d©  convinced. 

No.  29  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR 
—Every  boy  should  know  how  inventions  orig¬ 
inated.  This  book  explains  them  all.  givlna 
examples  In  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnet¬ 
ism.  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 

•ny  address  on  receipt  of  price,  io  cts.  per  copy. 


No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK— One  of  the  most 
instructive  books  on  cooking  ever  published. 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish, 
game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes 
and  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  collec¬ 
tion  of  recipes. 

No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. 

• — Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giving  the 
different  positions  requisite  to  become  a  good 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  con¬ 
taining  gems  from  all  the  popular  authors  of 
prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  HOW  TO  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.— 

Containing  instructions  for  beginners,  choice 
of  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A  com¬ 
plete  book.  Full  of  practical  Illustrations 
No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES— A  com¬ 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  th§ 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW’  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS 
— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches  and 
witty  sayings. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN 
DOCTOR. — A  wonderful  book,  containing  use¬ 
ful  and  practical  Information  in  the  treatment 
of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to 
every  family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effec¬ 
tive  recipes  for  general  complaints 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY 
PIGEONS  AND  RABBITS— A  useful  and  in> 
structive  book.  Handsomely  illustrated 
No.  40.  HOW’  TO  MAKE  .AND  SET  TRAPS 
— Including  hints  on  how  to  catch  moles 
weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds  Also 
how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated 
No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END 
MEN’S  JOKE  BOOK— Containing  a  great  va¬ 
riety  of  the  latest  Jokes  used  by  the  most 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is 
complete  without  this  wonderful  little  hook 
No.  42.  THE  BOY8  OF  NEW  YORK 
STUMP  SPEAKER— Containing  a  varied  a* 
sortment  of  stump  speeches.  Negro,  Dutch  and 
Irish.  Also  end  men’s  Jokes.  Just  the  thin* 
for  home  amusement  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  43  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN. 
— Containing  the  grandest  assortment  of  mag¬ 
ical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the  publla 
Also  trickg  with  cards,  incantations  etc 
No.  44.  HOW  TO  WRITE  IN  \y  *» 
BUM. — A  grand  collection  of  Album  Verses 
suitable  for  any  time  and  occasion;  embrac¬ 
ing  Lines  of  Love.  Affection,  Sentiment  Hu. 
mo*-  Respect,  and  Condolence;  also  Verses 
Suitable  for  \  alentines  and  Weddlnga 

No.  45.  THE  HOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  mtv 
STKKL  GUIDE  VXD  JOKE  BOOK  So,?.! 
thing  new  and  very  Instructive.  Kvsry  b,>r 
should  obtain  this  book,  as  It  contains  full 
Instructions  for  organising  an  amateur  min- 
strel  troupe. 

or  8  for  25  eta.,  in  money  or  postage  starupa.  by 

168  West  23d  St„  New  York. 


